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Asdvertiſement. 


r REA Collefionof this Author's Wris 


_ Tings were publiſhed near tbirty Nears 


ago, under the Title of Miſcellanies in Verſe 


and Proſe. Several Years after, there appeared 
three Volumes of Miſcellanies, with a Preface 
to the firft, ſigned j. Swift and A. Pope. In 
theſe the Verſes, with great Additions, were 


printed in a Volume by themſelves. But in 


each Volume were mixed many Poems andi rea- 


tiſes, writ by the ſuppoſed Author's Friends, 


which we have laid afide; our Intention be- 
ing only to publiſh the Works of one Writer. 
The following Poctical Volume is enlarged by 


above a third Part, which was never collected 


before, although ſome of them were occaſional- 
I printed in London in ſingle Sheets. The reft 


wuere procured from the ſuppoſed Author's 
Friends, who at their earneſt Requeſt wore 


permitted to take Copies. 
be following Poems chiefly confoft eit her of 


| Humour or Satyr, and very often of both to- 
gether. What Merit theymay have, we con- 


Feſs ourſelves to be no Fuages of in the leaſt; 


but out of due Regard to a Writer, from whoſe 
Works we hope toreceive ſome Benefit, we can- 


not conceal what we have beard from ſeveral 
| Perſons of great Fudgment ; that the Author 
never was known either in Verſe or Proſe to 


borrow any Thought, Simile, Epit het, or par- 
ticular Manner of Style; but whatever hs 
writ, whether good, bad, or indifferent, is 
au Original in itſelf.  - © 


ADVERTISEMENT. 
Although we are very ſenſible, that in ſome 
of the following Poems, the Ladies mayreſent 
par pe ouches againſt ths miſtaken 
Conduct in ſome of the fair Sex: Aud that, 
ſome warm Perſons ou the prevailing Side, may 
aenſure this Author, whoever be be. for nct 
 #binking in public Matters exactly like tbem- 
Jelves: Jet we have been aſſured byſeveral ju- 
Sicious and learned Gentlemen, that what the 
Aut hor bath here turit, ox eit ber of thoſe two 
Cubhjects, had no ot ber Aim than to reform the 
Errors of beth Sexes. If the Publick be right 
zu its Conjeftures of the Aut hot, nothing is 


Jetter known in London, than that while he | 


Lad Credit at the Court of Queen Anne, he 
auployed ſo much of it in favour of Whigs in 
Ich Kingdoms, that the Mini ſtry uſed torail- 
by him as the Advocate of that Party, for ſeve- 
ral of whom he got Employments, and preſerved 
et hers from loſing what they had: Of which 


| ſoine Inflances remain even in this Kingdom. 


Beſides, he then writ and declared againſt the 
Pretender, with equal Zeal, though not with 
equal Fury, as any of our modern Whigs ; of 
which Party he always profeſſed himſelf to 
be as to Politicks, as the Reader will find 
in many Parts of his Works. 

Our Intentions were to print the Poems ac- 
cording to the Time they were writ in; but we 
could not do it ſo exattly as we deſired, becauſe 
we could never get the leaſt Sati faction in 
that or many other Circumſtances from the 


Japgyed Author.  _ n 


— —]]— — 


— 


4 1 


"PR. 

| © ONTENTS. 

T HE bumble Petition of Frances partie 

1 Page 1 
B 


A Ballad on Lady Betty Berkeley. P. 7 
Verſes wrote 0h a Lady's Ivory ene © p 9 


Book. 
The Berens « 5 a Salamander. p. 10 
On Mrs. Biddy Floyd. P. 13. 
Apollo ontwitted. Pd 
Paucis and Philemon. Ws 
Vanbrug's Houſe. N 


The Hiftory of Vanbrug' 5 Name 1 36G 

A Deſcription of a City Shower. p. 30 

A Deſcription of the Morning. P. 33 

The Virtnes of Sid Hamet the Mag i- ? p. 34 
ci aus Rod. 


Atlas, or the Mini ſter of State. p. 37 
Epigram | p. 38 
Corinna. p. 59 
Cadenus aud Vaneſſa P. 40 
The Fable 4 Midas. p. 68 
The Fag got. P. 71 
Horace, E ble VII. Book 1. p. 73 


Horace, i, 2. Hal. 6. Part of it imi 
tated. ad D 1 0 
An Elegy on the uppoſed Death 0 84 

Ps the Almanack- Maker. 8 8 
Phyllis; or the Progreſs of Love. p. 88 
Stellas Birth. Day, 1718. p. 91 
Stella g Birth-Day, 1720. p. 52 


CONTENTS. 
The Progreſs of Poetry. 


The 1 Beauty. 
An Elegy JT Demar. - 


To Sell * collected his Pooms 
Apollo to the Dean. 


The Run upon the Bankers 
A Deſcription of an Iriſh Feaff. 


An excellent Song on a __ 


Pamphlet. 
The Author upon bimſe f 


In Sickneſs. 


To the Earl of Oxford. 


Upon the South-Sea Projet, 


Epilogue to a Play. 

Pethox the Great. 

Joan cudgels Ned. 
Stella at Wood-Parx. 
Part of a Summer at the Houſ: 270 
SGSeorge Rochfort, Eſq; 

pon the horrid Plot diſcovered. 


Mary the Cook Maid's Letter to 


Dr. Sheridan. 


A quibbling Elegy on Fudge Boat. 


On Dreams. 
Whitſhed's Motto on bis Coach. 


Verſes ſent by Dr. Delany to Dy. S. 


The Anſwer. 
Stella's Birth-Day, 17 724. 


A quiet Life and a good Name. 
= Go Riddle | 


Ancther. 


p. 94 
P. 96 


p. 100 


P. 102 


| Pp. 107 


p. 111 
b. 114 
p. 118 


p. 120 
p. 124 
P. 125 


P. 127 


P. 135 
Pp. 137 
P. 140 


p. 141 
P- 144 
p. 149 
P. 152 


P. 154 
B97 


8 
P. 160 
p- 161 
P. 163 
p. 165 
P. 167 


p. 169, 170, 172, 173 


The Gulph of a!l human Poſſe 8 p. 445 


Louiſa 10 Strephon. 


P. 178 


„3 % s_ SRD 


Prometheus. 


CONTENTS. 


Another. Ws 180 
P- 181 
p. 184 


P. 185 


Verſes on the upright Judge, who? 
condemned the Drapier's Printer. 
Stella's Bjrth-Day, 1722. 


A Receipt to refer FR L Youth. p. 183 


To Quilca. p. 190 

A Simile on the Want of Silver. p. 191 
On Wood the Iron-Monger. P. 192 

Wood an Infect. p. 194 


Horace, Bock I. Ot XIV. p-· 196 
Clever Tom Clinch going to be hanged. p. 199 
On reading Dr. Young's Satyrs. p. 20 


On ſeeing Verſes written uponWi indows. yp. 102 
Jo the Earl of Peterborough. 


F 
Avice to the Grub- Street Writers. p. 205 
The Dog and Thief. p. 206 
Dr. S. to Mr. Pope. p. 207 
Stellas Birth- Day, 1726-7. —_— 


To Stella, vi/iting me in my Sickneſs. P. 211 


On cutting down the old Thors at 
Market Hl, | 5 N 
Deere and Poſſeſſton. p. 219 
A e between Rich es. 
mond. Lodge and Marble- Hill. 5 F979 
On Cenſure. , p. 226 
_ The Furniture of a Woman's Mi nd. p. 228 
On five Ladies at Sots- Hole. P. 230 
A Paſtoral Dialgu. P. 232 
The Fournal of a modern Lady. —_—_ 
The grand .Dueftion debated. P. 245, 


Carteret, | 


Abel on Dr. Delapy and Lind? hui 


C 0 NT ENT S. 
To Dr. Delany on the Libels writ 2 


An excellent new Ballad on a true £ : 
Engliſh Dean. P. 7 


: The eee at Market-Hill. p. 2 74 


A Panegyrick on the Drno—_z, p. 279 
The Lady's Dreſſiug- Room. p. 291 


Death and Daphne. ibid. 
To Betty the Grizette. 8300 
The Place of the Damn d. p. 302 


To Mr. Gay on his being Steward 


A beautiſul Nymph going to Bed. 334 
Strephon and Chloe. p. 3.18 
Caſſinus and Peter, a tragical Elegy. p 328 
On Mr. P-y Tag Put out of the Gael p.333 
Judas. 5.335 
A Love S in the modern Taſte. p. 336 
Oz Poctry, a Rapſody. 7 P-338 


By Catbetiz Rupes in Comitatu- { 


_ 
- "_— W 


again him. 5 p. 2 261 

TJ Janus on New Year - Day. p. 267 
 Prapier's Hill. p. 268 
On burning à dull Poem. p 269. 


On Stephen Duck the Threſhber. Pp. 416 
The 2 of Time. . 


Apollo, or a Problem ſolved. <.-- P2603... 


to the Duke of Que zensberry. 7 p. 395 | 
On the B-——s. | p.312 


| * On the Words Brother Profs? 
=» 1 and Fellow Chriſtians. P. 355 
Hardfbip put upon Ladies. p.35 58 


AdAmicum Eruditum Thom, Shiridan. p. 359 


Corgagenſi apud Hybernicos, PE" "it ww 
A Engliſh Traaſlatie of Carve- 'F 4 
3 Rupes. p. 1 


1 £0. oe tend bt 
" . Pa \ BY 
. ** 9 
— —j—L—U— . ̃ — — — 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſons: 


To their * Excellencies the 
nber 
1 


IRELAN D, 


The humble Petition of Frances Harris, 
bo muſt ftarve, and die Wer FP 


POO: 


ä 


* - | — nth mnt Bras 


© Written in the Year 1701. 


Har I weut to warm myſelE i in Lady: Ban? 5 
Chamber, beeauſe I was cold; 
And I had in a Purſe Seven 8 bur 


Shillings and Six Pence, r F K in 
Money and Gold ; 


„ 


* Far! 7 8 * the Earl f Galway. 


3 


— —⁵ — — 


— 


a Poems on ſeveral Occajions: 
So, becauſe I had been buying Things for m 

8 Laſt Night, | by vhs wad 
I was reſolv'd to tell my Money, to ſee if it was 


right. 
Now you muſt know, becauſe my Trunk has a 
very bad Lock, 


knows, is a very ſmall Stock,) b 
1 keep in my Pocket, ty'd about my Middle, 
next my Smock. 


Therefore all the Money I have, (which, God | | 


J 
| So, when I went to put up my Purſe, as God would 


have it, my Smock was unript ; ; 


And inftead of paring it in my Pocket, down it 


- Dipt: 


Then the Bell rung, and I went down to pat my 


Lady to Bed; 


And, God knows, I thought my 8 ſafe 


as my Maidenhead. 


So, when I came up again, I found my ocker feel 


very light, 


But when I ſearch'd, and miſs'd my Purſe, Lord! 


I thought, I ſhould have ſunk outright : 


Lord! Madam, ſays Mary, how dye do? Indeed * 


ſaid I, never worſe. 
But pray, Mary, can you tell what I have * 1 
my Purſe: , 
Lord help me, ſaid Mary, I never ſtirr'd out of this 
Place: 


Nay, ſaid I, I had it in Lady Betty's Chamber, 


that's a plain Caſe. 


$9, 


© my 


> 


2 


Poems on ſeveral Occafons. 3 


8 Mary got me to Bed, and cover d me up warm; 

However, ſhe ſtole away my Garters that I * f 

do myſelf no Harm. 

So, I tumbled and tols'd all Night, as you may ve- 

ry well think; 

But hardly ever et my Eyes together, or flepe a 
Wink. 
So, I was adream'd, eng ie, that we went and 

ſearch'd the Folks round: 

And in a Corner of Mrs. Duke's Box, 1 d in a Rag, 
the Money was found. 
So, next Morning we told * Whittle, and he fell 3 

- "wearing; 

Then my Dame t WWadgar « came, and the, you 

| know, is thick of Hearing: | 

Dame, ſaid I, as loud as I could bawl, do you know = 

what a Loſs I have had? 

Nay, ſaid the, my Lord J Collway 's Folks are all 

very ſad; 

For my Lord f 2 comes a Tweſday wichour 

fail ; 

Pugh! faid I, but that's not fa Buſineſs that 1 ail. 

| Says || Cary, ſays he, I have been a Servant this 

Five and Twenty Years, come Spring; 
And in all the Places I liv'd, I never heard ok ſach 
a Thing, 


— 


* | Earl of Berkeley's Valet. + The old deaf 
Houſe-Keeyer. J Galway. + Drogheda, who 
with the Primate de re to ſucceed the two Eerls | 

i Clerk of the Kitchen. 


That tho' tis 


= Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 


Te en the Steward, T remember, when I was ar 


my Lady Shreewrbory's, 


Such a Thing as this happen'd, jultabour the time 


of Goo ſeberries. 


50 I went to the Party fuſpefte3, and 1 found ee 


full of Grief; 


(Now you muſt know, of all Things in the World, 


F hate a Thief.) 


However, I was reſolv'd to bring the Diſcourſe fli- 


ly about; 


| Mrs. * Dukes, faid I, here's an ugly Accident has 


d out: 


Tis not chat I value the Money + three Skips of = 


Louſe; 


But che Thing I ftand upon f is, the Credit of the 


Houſe : 


*Tis true, Seven Pounds, Four Shillings, ts 


Pence, makes a great Hole in wy Wages; 2 
Beſides, as they fay, Service is no Inheritance i in 
theſe Ages. 
Now, Mrs. — you know, and every Body un- 
derſtands, 


hard to judge, yer Money cr 80 
without Hands. 


The Devil take me, ſaid the (blefing ber elf,) if 


ever I ſaw't! 


So ſhe roar d like a Bedlam, as thof I had call'd her 
all to * 


* 


— 


* A Servant, one of the Footmen's Wives. 
YG. An uſual Db 
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Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 7 
ou know, what could I ſay to her any more: 


Te en left her, * as wiſe as I was be- 


|", 

well: But then they would have had me gone to 
the Cunning: Man : 3 

No, ſaid I, tis the ſame Thing, the Chaplain will 
be here anon. . 

So the Chaplain came in. Now the Servants ſay he 
is my Sweet- heart, 

Becauſe he's always in my Chamber, and Lalways 
take his Part; 


So, as the Devil would have it, before I was aware, 


out I blunder'd, 


Parſon, ſaid I, can you caſt a Nativity, when a Bo- 


dy's plunder'd ? 


Now you muſt uid? he hates to be call'd Parſon 


like the Devil.) 


Truly, ſays he, Mrs. Nab, it might become you to 


be more civil: 


Tf your Money be gone, as a learned Divine ſays, | 


d'ye ſee, 


You are no Text for my handling, ſo take that from 


me: 


 T'was never taken for a Conjurer before, I'd bare 


vou to know: | 
Lord, ſaid I, don't be angry, I: am ſure I never 
thought you ſo: 
You know, I honour the Cloth; I defign to be a 
Parſon's Wife; 
L never took one in Your Coat for a Conjurer i in all 
my Life. 
With 


9 * K 
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Wich that, he twiſted his Girdle at me like a Rope: 


as who ſhould ſay, 


Now you may go hang yourfelf for me ; and ſo 


went away: 


Well; I thought, 1 mould have fwoon'd : Lo, 
aid I, what ſhall I do? | 


1 have loſt my Money; and I ſhall lofe my True- 


Tove too. 


So, my Lord call'd me; + Harry, aid my Lord 


don't cry, 
Ii give N towards thy Lofs: And ſays my 
Lady, ſo will J. 2 


: Ob ! bur *Naid I; what if after all, the Chaplain 


won't come fo? 


For that, he ſaid, (an't pleaſe your Excellency) 
I muſt petition You. g 


Tux Premiſſes tenderly conſider d; I deſire your 
Excellencies Protection: 


And that I may have a Share in next Sunday's Col- 
le&ion: 


| And over and above, that I way have your Excel- 


lencies Letter, 


Wich an Order for the Chaplain aforeſaid ; or in- 
ſtead of him a better. 


And then your poor Petitioner, both Night and * 
Or the Chaplain (for tis his Trade,) as ar 
bound, ſhall ever proy,. 


4 4 Gant Word of my Lord and Lad ro His. 
Hart. of } 


Lay 


| Proms on ſeveral Orcafions. 
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Lady Betty Berkeley Suing 3 in 
the Author's Room ſome Verſes 
unfiniſhed; underwrit a Stanza 
of her own, with Raillery 


on him, which * 5 
to | this Panos. 


Wären in "the Dan 1703. 
vs the 2 of, the —.. 


— — 


* 


NCE on a Time, as old Stories rehearſe, 
A Friar would needs ſhew his Talent in Lam 
But was ſorcly put to't in the Midſt of a Verſe, 
| Becauſe he could find out no Word to come patin. 
Then all in the Place 
He left a void Space; 
And ſo went to Bed in a deſperate Caſe. 

When behold, the next Morning a vonderfulRiddle, | 
He found it was ftrangely fill'd up in the Middle. 
Cho. Let cenſuring Criticks * think what they lift 

- by" t, 
Who would net write Verſes with ſuch an Aan? 
II. 
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He had mix'd little Wit with a 
| When he found a new Help from inviſible. Hand. 


2 Poems on ſeveral Occafions. 


| II. 
This put me the Friar into an Amazement ;- 
For he wiſely conſider d it muſt be a Sprite, 


That came through the Key-Hole; and in at the- 


Caſement ; . 


And it needs muſt be one that could both read and: 


write: 
Let he did not know hs 
If it were Friend or Foe, . 
Or whether it came from above or be low. 
Howe'er, it was civil in Angel or Elf; 


Por heneer could have fill'd it fo well of bimſelf. 


Cho. Let cenſuring, &c. 
— 


me er Dofter had prexted his Brains. 


In making a Ballad, but was at a ſtand; 
great deal of Pains. 


Then good Dr. S——, 

Pay thanks for the Gift, 
For you freely muſt own you were at a dead Lift: 
Ad tho' ſome malicious young Spirit did do't, 


You may ſee by the Hand it had no cloven Foot. 


Cho. Let eenſuring, &c. 


VERSES 


[ [ : 
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Lady s * Table-Book. 
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Exvsz my Leaves thro' ev'ry Part, 
And think thou ſeeſt wy Owner's Heart 3 
' Scrawl'd o'er with Trifles thus; and quite 
As hard, as Senſeleſs, and as light 
Expos'd to every Coxcomb's Eyes, 
But hid with Caution from the Wile, 
Here you may read, ( Dear Charming Saat.) 
Beneath, (A new Receipt for Paint.) 
Here in Beau-ſpelling, ( tru tel Deth.) 
There, in her own, (Far an el bretb.) 
Here, { Jovely Nymph pronounce my Doom. ) 
There, ( a ſafe Way to uſe Perfume.) 
Here, a Page fill'd with Billet - Doux; 
On t'other Side, (laid out for Shoes.) 
( Madam, I die without your Grace.) 
(Item, for half a Yard of Lace.) 
Who, that had Wit would . here, 
Eor « ev'ry peeping Fop to per? 


For 


I0 in all Points the fitteſt Tool; 


He's a Gola Pencil tip't with Lead. 


\ $ Maſtiff Dog in modern Pharſe are 
Pie 


Wich Chriſtian Nick-names, like a Child ;. 


10 Poems on ſeveral Occaſons 
In Power of Spittle, and a Clout, 
Wbene er he pleaſe, to blot it out; 
And then to heighten the Difgrace, 

Clap his own Nonſenſe in the Place- 
Whoe er expects to hold his Part 

In ſuch a Book, and ſuch a Heart; 

If he be wealthy, and a Fool, 


Of whom it may be juſtly ſaid, 


THE 


DESCRIPTION | 
 +OT-& 
$4 CL 4MAND * 


— 
— 


Our of Pliny's Ne mp ib. 10. ic. 67. E lib. 2 <4 


Written i in the Yea 3706. 


_ e * — 


Call'd Pompey, Scipio, and Cæſar; 
es and Davs are often ftyl'd Hay 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 

As we ſay Monſieur to an Abe, 
wWichout Offence to human Shape: 
8 Men have got from Bird and Brute 
Names that will beſt their Natures ſuit. 
The Lion, Eagle, Fox and Boar 
Were Hero's Titles heretofore, | 
Beſtow'd as Hi'roglyficks fit 
To ſhew their Valour, Strength or Wit. 
For what is underſtood by Fame 
Beſides the getting of a Name ? 
But e er fince Men invented Guns, 
A diff rent Way their F ancy runs: 
To paint a Hero, we enquire 
For ſomething that will conquer Fire. 
Would you deſcribe Turenne or Trump, 
Think of a Bucket, or a Pump. 
Are theſe too low ? — then find out grander, 
Call my Lord Cutts, a Salamander. 
Tis well: — But fince we live among 
Detractors with an evil Tongue, | 
Who may object againſt the Term; 
Pliny ſhall prove what we affirm : 
Pliny ſhall prove, and we'll apply, 
And I'll be judg'd by Standers- by. 

Finsr then, our Author has defin'd 
This Reptile of the Serpent Kind, 
With gaudy Coat and ſhining Train, 
But loathſome Spots his Body ſtain: 
Dut from ſome Hole obſcure he flies, 
hen Rains deſcend, and Tempeſts riſe, 
Till the Sun clears the Air; and then 
Crawls back, neglected, to his Den. 


11 
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iz Poems on ſeveral Occaßomt. 
So when the War hasrats'd a Storm; 


| I've ſeen a Snake in human Form, 


All Rain'd with Infamy and Vice, 
Leap from the Dunghill in a Trice ; 
Burniſh and make a gaudy Show, 
Become a General, Peer, and Beau; 
Till Peace hath made the Sky ſerene, 


Then ſhrink into its Hole again, 


All this we grant —— why then look hende, 
Sure that muſt be a Salamander. 


PFanrhrn we are by Pliny told, 


This Serpent is extreamly cold; 
o cold, that put it in the Fire, 
Twill make the very Flames expire: 


Beſide it ſpews a filthy Froth, 
(Whether thro* Rage, or Luft, or both,) 
Of Matter purulent and white, 


| Which happening on the Skin to light, 


And there corrupting to a Wound, 
Spreads Leproſy and Baldneſs round. 
So have I ſeen a batter'd Beau, 


By Age and Claps grown cold as Snow, 
Whoſe Breath, or Touch, where&er he came, 


Blew out Love's Torch, er chill'd the Flame: 


And ſhould ſome 8 who ne'er was crucl, 


Like Carleton cheap, or fam'd Ru, 


Receive the Filth which he ejects; 


She ſoon wou'd find the ſame ES:& 


Her tainted Carcaſs to purſue, 
| As from the Salamande's Spuc : 
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A diſmal Shedding of her Locks, ” 
And, if no Leproſy, a Pox, 


Then I'll appeal to each By-ftandey, 
Fibu be wi @.Salanmander 2 
own 
Mrs. Brvy Dr Prorn. 


95 Written in the Lear 1767. | ny as 


Hax Cupid did his Grandſire Fove.intreary 
To form ſome Beauty by a new Receipt; 


Jode ſent and found far in a Country Scene, 
Truth, Innocence, Good - Nature, Look ſerene; 


From which Ingredients, firſt the dext'rous Boy 


Pick'd the Demure, the Aukward, and the Coy: 


The Graces fromthe Court did next provide 


Breeding, and Wit, and Air, and decent Pride; 
Theſe Venus cleans d from'e'ery ſpurious Grain 


Of Nice, Coquet, Affected, Pert, and Vain. 
Jove mix d up all, and his beſt Clay employ d; 


| Then call'd the happy rener are 


ver. I. | c 
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To the St Mrs. Finch, 
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Written in Ireland in the Vear 1707. 


7 | 22 now ſhort'ning every Shade, 


8 Up to the Northern Trepick came, 
And thence beheld a lovely Maid 
Attending on a Royal Dame. 


The God laid down his feeble Rays ; 


Then lighted from his glittꝰring Coach; 
But fenc'd his Head with his own Bays 
Before he durſt the Nymph approach. 


| Under thoſe ſacred Leaves, ſecure 


From common Lightning of the Skies, 


He fondly thought he might endure 
The Flaſhes of Ardelia's Eyes. 


The Nymph, who oft had read in Books, 


Of that bright God whom Bards invoke, 
Sogn knew Lpollo by his Looks, 
And gueſi d his Buſineſi e er he ſpoke, 


n 1 - — — — 


He in the old Celeſtial Cant, 


Whate' er ſhe would deſire, to grant; 
But wiſe Andelia knew his Tricks. 


Ovid had warn'd her to beware 


Of ftroling Gods, whe ſe uſual Trade 1 * | 


; | Under Pretence of taking Air, 
To pick up ſublunary Ladies. 


 Howe'er, ſhe gave no flat Denial, 
As having Malice in her Heart; 
And was reſoly'd upon a Tryal, 
| To cheat the God in his own Art. 
Hear my Requeſt, the Virgin ſaid ; 
Let which I pleaſe of all the Nine 
Attend whene'er I want their Aid, 
Obey my Call, and only mine. 


By Vow oblig'd, by Paſſion led,. 
The God could not refuſe her Prayer: 


He wav'd his Wreath thrice o'er her Head, 


Thrice mutter'd ſomething to the Air. 
And now he thought to ſeize his Due, 
But ſhe the Charm already try'd,, 


Thalia heard the Call, and flew 
To wait at bright Ardelia's Side. 


On Sight of this Celeſtial Prude, 
Apollo thought it vain to ſtay, 
Nor in her Preſence durſt be rude; 

But made his Leg, and went away. 
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Confeſi d his Flame, and ſwore by Styx, 


le 


16 Pens on ſeveral Occaſions, | 


He hop'd to find fome lucky Hour, 
| When on their Queen the Muſes wait * 
But Pallas owns Ardelia's Power: L 
For Vows divine are kept by Fate. 3 B 
Then full of Rage i ſpoke, I 
Deceitſul Nymph! Ide thy Art; = 
And though I can't my Gift revoke, FE oe 
Fil diſappoint its nobler Part. ; 
Let ſtubborn Pride poſſes thee long, f 5 
And be thou negligent of Fame; bel. 2 | 
Wich ev'ry Muſe to grace thy Song, 
N May 'ſt thou deſpiſe a Poets Name. 
Of modeſt Poets thou be firſt, ag 
To ſilent Shades repeat thy Verſe, | 
Till Fame and Zccho almoſt burſt, I 
Yet hardly dare one Line rehearſe. (As 
And laſt, my Vengeance to compleat ; = 
May you deſcend to take Renown, Dit 
Prevail'd on by the Thing you hate, 


A Whig, and one that wears a Sown. 


is 
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Bauci and Philemon. 


 Imitated from the Eighth Book of Ovid. 


| Written about the Year 1708. 


— 


1 N ancient Times as Story tells, 


The Saints would often leave their Cells, 
And ſtrole about, but hide their Quality, 
To try good People's Hoſpitality. 


Ir happen d on a Winter Night, 
(As Authors of the Legend write, ) 
Two Brother-Hermits, Saints by Trade, 
Taking their Tour in Maſquerade, 
Diſguis'd in tatter'd Habits, went 
To a ſmall Village down in Xen; 
Where, in the Strolers canting Strain, 
They begg'd from Door to Door in vain; 


Try d ev'ry Tone might Pity win, 
But not a Soul. would let them in. 


Ou wand'ring Saints in woful State, 
Treated at this ungodly Rate, 

Having thro' all the Village paſt, 

To a ſmall Cottage came at laſt; 
Where dwelt a good old honeſt Ve'man, 
Ho d in the 3 Philemon. 
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Who kindly did the Saints invite | 
In his poor Hut to paſs the Night: 
And then the hoſpitable Sire 
Bid Goody Bancis merld the Fire; 
While he from out the Chimney took 
A Flitch of Bacon off the Hook; 
And freely from the fatteſt Side 
Cur out large Slices to be fry'd: 
Then ftep'd aſide to fetch em Drink, 
Fill'd a large Jug up to the Brink; 
'And faw it fairly twice go round; 
Yet (what was wonderful) they found 
*T was ftill repleniſh'd to the Top, 
As if they ne er had touch'd a Drop. 
The good old Couple was amaz'd, FS ny 
And often on each other gaz'd : | 
For both were frighted to the Heart, 
And juſt began to cry What ar 
Then ſoſtly turn d aſide to view, 
Whether the Light were burning blue. 
The gentle Pilgrims ſoon aware on t, 
Told em their Calling, and their Errant ; 
Good Folks you need not be afraid, 
We are but Saints the Hermits ſaid: 
No Hurt ſhall come to you or yours; 
Bur, for that Pack of churliſh Boors, 
Not fit to live on Chriſtian Ground, 
They and their Houſes ſhall be drown'd ; 
| While you ſhall ſee your Cottage rite, 
And grow a Church before your Eyes. 


= : Tux v ſcarce had ſpoke ; when fair and ſoft, 
©» WP The Roof began to mount aloft; 
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Doom'd ever in Suſpence to dwell; 
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Aloft roſe ev'ry Beam and Rafter; 
The heavy Wall climb'd lowly after. 
Tux Chimney widen d and grow higher, 
gBecame aSteeple with a Spire. 

Tas Kettle to the Top was hoiſt, 

And there ſtood faften'd to a Joift ; 

But with the Up- ide down, to ſhow 

Its Inclination for below: 

In vain; for ſome ſuperior Force, 

Apply'd at Bottom, ſtops its Courſe;, 


Tis now no Kettle, but a Bell. 


A woopen Jack, which had almoſt 
Loft, by Diſuſe, the Art to roaſt, 
A ſidden Alteration feels, 
Increas'd by new inteſtine Wheels: 

And what exalts the Wonder more, 

The Number made the Motion flow'r, 

The Flyer which, tho't had Leaden Feet, 
Turn'd round ſo quick you ſcarce could ſee" ; 
Now flacken'd by ſome ſecret Pow'r, ; 
Can hardly move an Inch an Hour. 
The Jack and Chimney near ally'd, 
Had never left each other's Side; 
The Chimney to a Steeple grown, 
The Jack would not be left alone; 

But up againſt the Steeple rear'd, 
Became a Clock, and ftill adher'd : 
And ſtill its Love to Houſhold Cares, 
By a ſhrill Voice at Noon declares ; 


-. 


Warn- 
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| Warning the Cook-Maid not to burn 
That roaft Meat which it cannot turn. 


Tus groaning Chair was ſeen tocrawl,. 


*. „ .s 0 —— . 


1 Like an huge Snail halt up the Wall; 

| There ſtuck aloft in publick View; 

4 And with ſmall Change, a Pulpit grew, 
| \ Ta E Porringers, that in a Row 
t Hung high, and made a glitt'ring Show, 


3 6 


| To a leſs noble Subſtanee chang d, 
I Mere now but Leathern Buckets, rang'd. 
11 Tux Ballads paſte d on the Wall, 
3 Of Joan of France, and Erglib Moll, 
*/ Fair Roſamond, and Robin Hoad, 
5 1 The Little Children inthe Wood ; | 
| Nowſeem'd to look abundance better; 
Improvꝰd in Picture, Size, and Letter; 
| And high in Order plac'd deſcribe 

The Heraldry of. ev'ry Tribe. 


A Bg Ds r EAD of the antique Mode, 
| | Compact of Timber many a Load; 
Such as our Grandfires wont to uſe, 
Was metamorphos'd into Pews; 
Which ſtill their ancient Nature keep, 
By lodging Folks diſpos'd to fleep. 


Taz Cottage, by ſach Feats. as theſe, 
| Grown to a Church by juſt Degrees; 
The Hermits then defire their Hoſt. 
Too ask for what he fancy'd moſt. 
Philemon having paus'd a while, 
Keturn'd them Thanks in homely Style; __ 
| "TRAY 


He ſees, yer hardly can believe, 


Pues u fevers) Occaſions. 


Then ſaid ; My Houſe is grown ſo fine, 
Methinks I ſtill would-calbit mine: 

I'm old, and fain would live a Eaſe, 
Make me the Parſon, if you pleaſe. 


He ſpoke, and preſently he feels 
His Grazier's Coat fall down his Heeb: 


About each Arma Pudding- Sleeve: 
His Waiſtooat to a Cafſock.grew, Z; 
And both aſſum'd a ſable Hue; | 
But being old, continu'd juſt 
As thread- bare, and as full of Duſt. 

His Talk was now of Hebes and Dues * 
Could ſmoke his Pipe, and read the News: 
Knew how to preach old Sermons next, 
Vamp'd in the Preface and the Text; 
At Chriſt'nings well could act his Part, 
And had the Serviee all by Heart: 
Wiſh'd Women might have Children faſt, 
And thought whoſe Sow had farrow'd laſt © 
Againſt Difſenters would repine, 
And ftood up firm for Rigbe Divine; 

Found his Head fill'd with many a Syſtem, 

But Claſfick Authors, - — he ne'cr miſt em, 
Tuvs having fur biſh d up a Parſon, 

Dame Baucis next they play d their Farce on: 
Inſtead of home · ſpun Coifs, were ſeen 
Good Pinners edg'd with Colberteen: 
Her Petticoat transform'd apace, 
Became black Sattin flounc d with Lace. 
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Plain Goody would no longer down ; 
"Twas Madam, in her Grogram Gown. 
Philemon was in great Surprize, 

And hardly could believe his Eyes; 5 
Amaz'd to ſee her look fo prim; 

And ſhe admir d as much at him. 


Tuvs, happy in their Change of Life, 
Were ſeveral Years the Man and Wife: 
When on a Day, which prov'd their laſt, 
Diſeourſing o'cr old Stories paſt; 
They went by chance, amidft their Talk, 
To the Church- yard, to fetch a Walk: 
When Baucis haſtily cry'd out, 
My Dear, I ſee your Forehead ſprout ! 
Sprout, quoth the Man, what's this you tell us 7 
I hope you don't belive me jealous : 
But yet, methinks, I feel it true; 
And really, yours is budding too 
Nay, now I cannot ſtir my Foot =. 
It feels as if twere taking Root. 
Drscurpriox would but tire my Muſe: 
In ſhort, they both were turn'd to News. 


Orp Goodman Dobſon, of the Green, 
Remembers he the Trees hath ſeen ; 
He'll talk of them from Noon to Night, 
And goes with Folks to ſhew the Sight; 
On Sundays, after Evening Prayer, 

He gathers all the Pariſh there; 
Points out the Place of either Yew: 
Here Baucis, there Philemon grew: 
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Till once, a Parſon of our Town 
To mend his Barn, cut Baucis down; 
At which, tis hard to be believ'd, 
How much the other Tree wasgriev'd ; 
Crew ſcrubby, dy'd a-top, was ſtunted: 
So, the next Parſon ſtubb'd and burnt it. 


— — p — —  - —  — 


LY ANBRUG's Houle. 


Built 6 from the Ruins of White= 
Hall, that was burnt. 


Written in the Yuan 1708, 


—— 
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N Times of Old, when Time was young, 
And Poets their own Verſes ſung, 
A Verſe could draw a Stone or Beam, 
That now would over-load a Team; 
Lead *em a Dance of many a Mile, 
Then rear em to a goodly Pile. 
Each Number had it's diff rent Pow'r; 
Heroick Strains could build a Towr; 
Sonnets, or Elegies to Cbloris, 
Might raiſe a Houſe about two Stories ; 
A Lyrick Ode would flate ; a Catch 
Fr JS 
| | T 
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Bor to their own, or Landlord's Coſt, 


| Now Poets feel this Art is lot? 


Not one of all our tuneſul Throng 
Can raiſe a Lodging for a Song. 
For Jove conſiderd well the Ciſe; 
Obſery'd they grew a num rous Race, © 
And ſhould they build as faſt as evrite, 

*T would ruin Undertakers quite. 


This Evil therefore to prevent, 


He wifely chang d their Klement: 


On Kath, the God of Weakh «= FI 
Sole Patron of the Building Trade; 


Leaving;the Wits the ſpacious Air, 


With Licence to build Cafttes there: 


And *tis conceiy'd their N 
To lodge in Garrets, comes from thence. 


PaxuisinG thus in modern Way 


The better Half we have to ſay; 


Sing Muſe, the Houſe of Poet Van 
In higher Strains than we began. 

VAN, ( for tis fit the Reader know i! 
Is botha Herald and a Poet; _ 


No Wonder then, it. nieely skill'd 


In both Capacities to build. 


As Herald, he can in a Dr. 


Repair a Houſe gone to Decay; 
Or by Atchievement,, Arma Device, 


Erect a new one in a Trice. 


Ta build in Speculation Kill... 


So Met 
Build Z 
Fove [a1 
To turt 
Down f 
Laughi 
Ay, the 
Why th 
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Great Jove! he cry'd, the Art reſtore, 
To build by Verſe, as heretofore; 

And make my Muſe the ArchiteQ; 
What Palaces ſhall we ere! 
No longer ſhall forſaken Thames 
Lament his old I hite hall in Flames: 

A Pile ſhall from its Aſhes riſs, 

Fit to invade, or prop the Skies. 
DE ſmil'd, and like a gentle God, 
Conſenting with his uſual Nod, 

Told Yan he knew his Talent beſt, 
And left the Choice to his own Breaſt. 
So Van reſoly'dto write a Farce; 
But well perceiving Wit was ſcarce, 
With Cunnin? that Defe& ſupplies; 
Takes a French Play as lawful Prize; 
Steals thence his Plot, and ev'ry Joke, 

Not once ſuſpecting Fove would ſmoke; 

And (like a Wag) fat down to write, 
Would whiſper to himſelf ; 4 Bite. 

Then from this motly mingl'd Style 
Proceeded to erect his Pile,” 

So Men of old, to gain Renown, did 

Build Babe! with their Tongues confounded; 
Fove ſaw the Cheat, but thought it beſt 

To turn the Matter to a Jeſt: 

Down from Olympus Top he lides, 

Laughing as if he'd burſt his Sides; | 
Ay, thought the God, are theſe your Tricks? 
I Why then old Plays deſerve old Bricks; 
And fince you're (paring of your Stuff, 


Your Buildin be ſmall en 
You, 115 * D * 
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He ſpake, and grudging lent his Aid : 
Th' experienc'd Bricks that knew their Trade, 
(As being Bricks at ſecond Hand,) 
Now move, and now in Order ftand. 
Tax Building, as the Poet writ, 
Roſe in Proportion to his Wit: 
And firſt the Prologue built a Wall, 
So wide as to encompaſs all. 
The Scene, .a Wood, produc'd no more 
Than a few ſcrubby Trees before. 
The Plot as yet lay deep, and ſo 
A Cellar next was dug below: :- 
But this a Work ſo hard was found, 
Two Acts it coſt him under Ground. 
Two other Acts we may preſume *._ 
Were ſpent in building each a Room: 
Thus far advanc'd, he made a Shift 
To raiſe a Roof with Act the Fift. 
The Epilogue behind, did frame 
A Place not decent here to-name. 


Now Poets from all Quarters ran 

To ſee the Houſe of Brother Van: 

Look'd high and low, walk'd often round, 
But no ſach Houſe was to be found: | 
One asks the Watermen hard by, 

W here may the Poet's Palace lie? 

Another, of the Thames enquires, 

If he has ſeen its gilded Spires ? 
At lengrh they in the Rubbiſh ſpy 
A Thing reſembling a Gooſe-Pye : 
Thither in hafte the Poets throng, 

And gaze in {lent Wonder long; 
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Till one in Raptures thus hegan 

To praiſe the Pile, and Builder Yar. 

Tunick happy Poet, who may trail 

Thy Houſe about thee, like a Snail; 

Or harneſs'd to a Nag, at. Eaſe, 

Take Joutneys in it like a Chaiſe ;. 

Or in a Boat, whene'er thou wilt, 

Can't make it ſerve thee for a Tilt. 
Capacious Houſe ! tis own'd by all, 
Thou'rt well contriv'd,. tho* thou art ſmall; 
For ev'ry Wit in Britain Fs 

May lodge within thy ſpacious Pile. 

Like Bacchus thou, as Poets feign, 

Thy Mother burnt, art born again; 
Born like a Phenix from the Flame, 

Zut neither Bull nor Sbape the ſame; ; 

As Animals of largeſt Size DE 
Corrupt to Maggots, Worms, and Flies. 
A Type of Modern Wit and Style, 

The Rubbiſh of an ancient Pile. 

So Chymiſts boaſt, they have a Pow'r 
From the dead Aſhes of a Flow'r, 

Some faint Reſemblance to produce; 
But not the Virtue, Taſte, or Juice. 

So modern Rhymers wiſely blaſt 

The Poetry of Ages paſt, | 

Which after they have overthrown,. 
They from its Ruins build their own. 


THE 
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W HEN Mother Claud had roſe from play; 5 
And call'd to take the Cards away ; 
Fan ſaw, but ſeem'd not to regard, 
How Ms pick'd ev'ry painted Card 3 
And buſy both with Hand and Eye, 
Soon rear'd a Houſe two Stories high: 
Jan's Genius, without Thought or Lecture, 
Js huge ly rurn'd on Architecture: 
_ He view'd the Edifice, and ſmil'd, 
Vow'd it was pretty for a Child ; 
It was ſo perfect in its Kind, 
He kept the Model in his Mind. 
Bur when he found the Boys at Play, 
And ſa them dabbling in their Clay; 
He ftood behind a Stall to lurk, 
And mark the Progreſs of their Work : 
With true Delight obſerv'd 'em all 
Raking up Aud to build a Wall: 


The 
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The Plan he much admir'd, and took 
The Model in his Table-Book ; 
Thought himſelf now exactly skill'd, 
And fo reſoly'd a Houſe to build; 
A real Houſe, with Rooms and Stairs, 
Five times at leaſt as big as theirs, 
Faller than Mi/s's by two Yards; 
Not a ſham thing of Clay or Cards, 
And ſo he did; for in. a while 
He built up ſuch a monſtrous Pile, 
That no two Chairmen could be found: 
Able to lift it from the Ground : 
Still at # hiteball it ſtands in View, 
Juſt in the Place where firſt it grew: 
There all the little School- boys run, 
Envying to ſee themſelves out · done. 
Fon ſuch deep Rudiments as theſe, 

Van is become by due Degrees, 
For building fam d; and juſtly. reckon d 
At Court, Vitruvius the Second. 
No Wonder; ſince wiſe Auibers ſlow, 
That, beſt Foundations mult be Joey. 
And now the Duke has wiſely ta en him 
To be his Architect at Blenbeim. 
But Raillery for once apart, 
If this Rule holds in ev'ry Art; 
Or if his Grace were no more skill'd in 
The Art of battering Walls than Building; 
We might expect to ſee next Year, 

A Aſcuſe-trap Mau chief Engineer. 
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CITY SHOWER. 
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— in the Year 1712. 


Fo zur. Obſervers may foretel the Hour 
(By ſure Prognoſticks) when to dread a Show'r, 
While Rain depends, the penſive Cat gives o'er 
Her Frolicks, and purſues her Tail no more. 
Returning home at Night you find the Sink 

Strike your offended Senfe wich double Stink. 

If you be wiſe, then go nat far to dine, 

You ſpend 1 in Coach-hire more than ſave in Wine. 
A coming Show'r your ſhooting Corns preſage ; 
Old Aches throb, your hollow Tooth will rage: 
Saunt'ring in Coffee-Houſe is Dulman ſeen; 
He damns the Climate, and complains of Spleen. 


Max while the South, riſing with dabbled 


Wings, = — 
A ſable Cloud athwart the Welkin flings; : 2 * 
That ſwill'd more Liquor than it could contain, 4 


And like a Drunkard gives it up again. I + 
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Brisk Suſan whips her Linnen from the Rope, 
While the firſt drizzling Show'r is born aſlope: 
Such is that ſprinkling which ſome careleſs Quean 
Flirts on you from her Mop; but not fo clean: 

You fly, invoke the Gods; then turning, ſtop - 

To rail; ſhe finging, ſtill whirls on her Mop. 

Nor yet the Duſt had ſhun'd 'th* unequal Strife, 
But aided by the Wind, fought ftill for Life; 

And wafted with its Foe by vi'lent Guſt, 


b " I'was doubtful which was — which was 


1 Ah! 1 "where muſt needy Poet ſeek for Aid, 
When Duſt and Rain at once his Coat invade ?/ 
Sole Coat, where Duſt cemented by the Rain 


Erects the Nap, and leaves a cloudy Stain. 


Now in contiguous Drops the * comes 
down, 
Threat' ning with Deluge this devotod Town. 
To Shops in Crowds the daggled Females fly, 
Pretend to cheapen Goods; but nothing buy. 
The Templer. ſpruce, while ev'ry Spout's abroach, 
Stays till tis fair, yet ſeexzs to call a Coach. 
The tuck d- up Sempſtreſs walks with haſty Strides, 
While Streams run down her oil'd Umbrella's Sides. 
Here various Kinds by various Fortunes led, 
Commence Acquaintance underneath a Shed. 
+ Triumphant Tories, and deſponding Whigs, 
"ge their Feuds, and} 2 to ſave their Wigs. 
| Bor d : 

* Tas doubtful | which + was Sea and which was 
1 ” Garth Diſpe 


+ N. B. This evas the firſt Year of the Earl o Ox: 
ford's Miniſtry, | PAT f f 
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Box'd in a Chair the Beau i impatient firs, 
While Spours run clatt'ring o'er the Roof by Fits; 
And ever and anon with frightful Din 
The Leather ſounds ; he trembles from within: 
So when Troy Chair-Men bore the wooden Steed, 
Pregnant with Greeks, impatient to be freed ; 
(Thoſe Bully Greeks, who, as the Moderns do, . 
Inftead of paying Chair-Men, run them thro?). 
| Lavcoon ſtruck the Out-fide with his Spear, 

And each impriſon'd Hero quak'd for Fear. 

Now from all Parts the ſwelling Kennels flow, 
And bear their Trophies with them as they go: 
Filths of all Hues and Odours, ſeem to tell 


What Streets they ſaid . by the Stght and 


Smell. | 
They, as cach Torrent drives with mags Force 
From Smithfeld, or St. Pulchre's ſhape their Courſe; 
And in huge Confluent join at Szowr-bill Ridge, 
Fall from the Conduit prone to Holbourn- Bridge. 
*Sweepings from Butchers Stalls, Dung, Guts, 
and Blood, | 


Drown'd Puppies, ſtinking Sprats, all e. 


: in Mud, 
Dead Cats, and Turnip- Tops come tumbling 


down the Flood. 3 


52 Theſe three laft Lines were intended aquinf that : 
licentious Manner of modern Poets, in making three © 


Rbimes together, which they called Triplets; and the: 
laſt of the three, was two or ſometimes more Syllables 
longer, called an Alexandrian. Theſe Triplers and 
Alexandrians were brought in by Dryden, and other 
Poets in the Reign of Charles II. The 

Effet of Haſte, Idleneſs, and want of Money ; and 
have been wholly avoided by. the beſt "Ss fc mw 
Ferſes were written. 


ey cbere the mere 
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A 
Deſer ption of the Morning 


— 


Written bon the Year 1712. 


A ow hardly Res there a Hackney-Coach 
8 the ruddy Morn s Ap 


Pr 
Now Betty from her Maſter's Bed had flown, 
And ſoftly ſtole to diſcompoſe her own. 
The Slip- ſhod Prentice from his Maſter's Door 


| Had par'd the Dirt, and ſprinkled round the Floor: 


Now Moll had whirl'd her "Mop with dext'rous Airs, 
Prepar'd to ſcrub the Entry and the Stairs. 
The Youth * with broomy Stumps began to trace 
The Kennel-Edge, where Wheels had worn the 
Place. 4 
The Small-Coal Man was had with Cadence deep; 
Till drown'd in ſhriller Notes of C Uemmey- feh- 


FF Duns at his Lordfhip's Gare began to meet; 
And Brick-duſt. oll had ſcream d thro” half 0 


Street. 


The Turn- key now his Flock returning ſees, 


Duly let out a - Nights to ſteal for Fees. 


The watchful Bailiffs take their ſilent Stands; 


And School-boys lag with Satchels in their Hands: 


a eas 


— 


— 


The Virtues of: $4 Ele the 


Magician' s Rod. 


— 


written in U the * _ — 


„ 


While Moſes held it in his Hand; 
PB 


Twas a devouring Serpent grown. 
Ov great Magician, Hamet Sid, 

Neverſes what the Prophet did: 

His Rod was honeſt Engliſh Wood, 

Thar ſenſeleſs in a Corner ſtood, 
Til metamorphos'd by kis Gralp,, 

It.grew an all-devouring Aſp; 

Would hiſs, and ſting, and roll and wil 

By the mere Virtue of his Fiſt : 

But when he laid it deeun, as quick 

Reſum'd the Figure of a Stick. 

o to her Midnight Feaſts the Hap, 

Rides on a Broomſtick for a Nag, 

That rais'd by Magick of her Breech, 
Oier Sea and Land conveys the Witch: 


HE Rod was but a harmleſs Wand, © 
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But with the Morning Dawn reſumes 
The peaceful State of common Brooms. 


Tux v tell us ſomething ſtrange and odd, 
About a certain Magick Rod, 
That, bending down its Top divines 
© MF Whenvrer the Soil has Golden Mines: 
Where there are none, it ſtands ere, 
Scorning to ſhew the leaſt Reſpect. 
As ready was the Wand of Sid © 
— Jo bend where Golden Mines were hid; 
IIn Sceteiſb Hills found precious Ore, 
— 3 Where none cer look d for it before: 2 
And by a gentle Bow divin'd _ 
How well a Cwlly's Purſe was lin'd: 
To a forlorn and broken Rake, 
Stood without Motion, like a Stake. 


Tux Red of Hermes was renown'd 
For Charms above and under Ground ; 
To ſleep could mortal Eye-lids fix 
And drive departed Souls to Styx. 
That Rod was juſt a Type of Sid's' 
Which o'er a Britiſh Senate's Lids 

Could ſcatter Opium full as well; 

5 And drive as many Souls to Hell. 

q SI D's Rod was lender, white, and tall, 
Which oft he us'd to fb withal: 
Afracx was faſten'd to the Hook, 

And many a Score of Gudgeon took; 
Yet ftill fo happy was his Fate, 
He . his Ne, and ſav d his Bait. 


1 


K A — 


36 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
sI DDs Brethern of the conj'ring Tribe 
A Circle with their Rod deſcribe; - 
Which proves a magical Redoubt, 

To keep miſchievous Spirits out: 

Sid's Rod was of a larger Stride, 

And made a Circle thrice as wide; 
| Where Spirits throng'd with hideous Ding 
And he ſtood there to take tbem in. 

But when th* enchanted Rod was broke, 
They vaniſh'd in a ſtinking Smoke. 


ACHILLES Scepter was of Wood, 
Like Sid's, but nothing near ſo good: 
Though down from Anceſtors divine, 
Tranſmitted to the Heroes Line, 
Thence thro? a long Deſent of Kings, 
Came an Heir-loom, as Homer ſings: 
Tho' this Deſcription looks ſo big, 
That Scepter was a ſapleſs Twig, _ 
Which, from the fatal Day, when firſt 
It left the Foreſt where twas nurs d, 
As Homer tells us o'er and o'er, 
Nor Leaf, nor Fruit, nor Bloſſom bore. 
Sid's Scepter, full of Juice, did ſhoot 
In Golden Boughs, and Golden Fruit; 
And he, the Dragon never ſleeping, 
Guarded each fair Heſperian Pippin. 
No Hobby Horſe, with gorgeous Top, 
The deareſt in Charles Hather's Shop, 
Or glitr'ring Tinſel of May- Fair, 
Could with this Rod of Sid compare: 


Daa 
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Dan Sid, then why wer't thou ſo mad, 
To break they Rod like noughty Lad? 
You ſhould have kifs'd it in your Diſtreſs, IF 
And then return'd it to your Miftreſs ; | 
Or made it a Newmarket Switch, 
And not a Rod for they own Breech. 
But fince old Sid has broken this, 
His next ON” en FOE: 


* 7 T @ 6 2 


OR. THE 


Mixisrzn of STATE. 
i nr THE 


Soo; Treaſurer. OXFORD. | 


| | Wrinen in the Yar u. | 


> LAS, we N in antient Song, 
Was fo exceeding tall and , 


He here the Skies upon his Back, 

Juſt as a Pedlar dots his Pack: 

But as a Pedlar overpreſt, 

Unloads upon a Stall to reſt ; 

Or, when he can no longer ſtand, 
Deſires a Friend to lend a Hand; 

So Atlas, leſt the pond'rous Spheres 
Should ſinlæ, and fall about his Ears; 
Got Hercules to bear the Pile, 


That he might ſit and reft a OT” 
Vor: II. E | Ter 
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Yer Hercules was not fo ſtrong, 
Nor could have born it half ſodong. 


Great Stateſmen are in this Condition; 
And Atlas is a Politician ; ; 
A premier Miniſter of State; 
Alcides one of ſecond Rate. 


Suppoſe then Atlas ne er ſo wiſe, 
Vet when the Weight of Kingdoms lies 
Too long, upon his ſingle Shoulders 
Sink down he muſt, or find Upbolders, _ 


Written in the Year I * 12. 


* ** * 4 FY * = TI. OS 


—_— 


Squabble. 


And ſavd him at once from the Shrew and the 


' Rabble; © 


Then ventur'd to give him fome fober Advice ——— | 
But, Tom is a Perſon of Honour fo nice, 3 | 
Too wiſe to take Council, too proud to rake 


Warning : 


That he ſent to all three a Challenge next Morn- 


ing : 
Three Duels he fought, thrice ventur'd his Life ; 


ou home, and was cudgel'd again by his Wite. - 
= to Ne 


8 Thomas 7 0 one Wr his Wife, 
He took to the Street, and fled for his Life: 
Tom's three deareſt Friends came by in the 


[| 
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Written in the TIA 17112. 


IIs Day, (the Year I dare not tell, ) 
Apollo play d the Midwitc's Part, 
Into the World Corinna fel!, | 
| And he endow'd her with his Art. 


But Cupid with a Satyr comes; 
Both ſoftly to the Cradle creep: 
Both ſtroke her Hands, and rub her Gum, 
While the poor Child lay faſt aſleep. 

Then Cupid thus: This little Maid 
Of Love ſhall always ſpeak and write; 

And I pronounce (the Satyr ſaid) 

The World ſhall feel her ſcrach and bite. 
Her Talent the diſplay'd betimes; _. 
For in twice twelve revolving Moons, 

She ſeem'd to laugh and ſqual in Rhimes, 
And all her Geſtures were Lampoons 
At fix Years old, the ſubtle Jade 

Stole to the Pantry- Door, and fonnd 
The Butler with my Lady's Maid ; 
And you may ſwear the Tale went round. 


Wa. 
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She made a Song, how little Miſs 
Was kiſs'd and flobber'd by a Lad: 

And how when Maſter went to p —, 
Miſs came, and peep'd at all he bad. 


At twelve a Poet, and Coquette; - 
Marries for Love, half Whore, half Wife. 
Cuckolds, elopes, and runs in Debt; 
Turns Autbꝰ reſs, and is Curll's for Life, 


1 4 . 3 — — : 9 
= a 18 . : L ' 
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CADENCE n e 


1 ——— 1 — ; 


Fl i . 8 8 * . Ss J 


{1 HE Septet, and the Nymphs were ſeen 
5 | Pleading before the Cyprian Queen, 


4 The Council tor the Fair began, 

. Ae that falſe Creature Man: | 
3 The Brief with weighty Crimes was charg'd, 

b) - On which the Pleader much enlarg d: 
_ That Cipid now has loſt his Art, 


Or blunts the Point of ev'ry Dart; 
His Altar now no longer ſmokes, 
His Mother's Aid no Youth invokes - 


This tempts Free-thinkers to refine, 

j And bring in doubt their Pow'r divine. 
| How Love is dwindled to Intrigue, 
| ' And Marriage grown a Money-League. 


Which Crimes aforeſaid, ( with her Leave ) 
Were (as be humbly did conceive ) 


Againſt 


Pozms on 1 ſeveral Oceans, 


A gainſt our Sow reign Lady's Peace, 
Againſt the Statute in that Caſe: 
Againſt ber Dignity and Crown. 


Then pray'd an Anſwer, and ſat down. 


Tax Nymphs with Scorn beheld their Foes : 


When the Defendant' s Council roſe ; 
And, what no Lawyer ever lack d, 
With Impudence Ka all the Fact: 
But, what the gentleſt Heart would vex, 
Laid all the Fault on other Sex. 
That modern Love is no ſuch Thing, 
As what thoſe antient Poets ſing; 
A Fire celeſtial, chaſte, reſin d, 
Conceiy'd and kindled in the Mind; 
Which, having found an equal Flame, 
Vaites, and both become the ſame, 
In different Breaſts together burn, 
Together both to Aſhes turn. 
But Women now feel no ſuch Fire; 
And only know the groſs Deſire. 
Their Paſhons move in lower Spheres, 
Where-c'er Caprice or Folly ſteers : 
A Dog, a Parrot, or an Ape, 
Or ſome worſe Brute in human Shape, 
Engroſs the Fancics of the Fair, 
The few ſoft Moments they can ſpare, 
From Viſits to receive and pay; 
From Scandal, Politicks, and Play; 
From Fans, and Flounces, and Brocades, 
From Equipage and Park-Parades; 
From all the Thouſand Female Toys; 
From every Trifle that employs 
E > 
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The Out or Inſide of their Heads, 9 5 


Between their Toy lets and their Beds. . 


Is a dull Stream, which moving flow, 


Tou hardly ſee the Current flow; 
I a ſmall Breeze obſtructs the Courſe, 


It whirls about for want of- Force; 


And in its narrow Circle gathers. | 
Nothing but Chaff, and Straws, and b 
The Current of a Female Mind 6 


Stops thus, and turns with ev'ry Wind; 


Thus whirling round, together draws 


Fools, Fops, and Rakes, for Chaff and straws. | 


Hence we conclude; no Women's Hearts 
Are won by Virtue, Wit, and Parts: 


Nor are the Men of Senſe to blame, 

For Breaſts incapable of Flame, x 
The Fault muſt on the Nymphs be brd, 
Grovn ſo corrupted i in their Taſte. 


Tas Pleader having ſpoke his beſt, 
Had Witneſs ready to atteſt ; 


Who fairly could on Oath WY 
When Queſtions on the Fact aroſe,_ 


That ev'ry Article was true; 
Ner further thoſe Deponents knew 2 
There fore he humbly would inſiſt, 
The Bill might be with Cofts diſmiſt. 


Tus Cauſe appeared of ſo much Weight, 
That Jenus from her Judgment-Seat, 
Deſired them not to tall fo loud. 
Elſe ſhe muſt interpoſe a Cloud: 

For if the Heav'nly Folk ſhould know 


Poems on ſoveral Occafins. 
; That Morrtals here diſdain to love ; 


She ne' er could ſhew her Face above : 


For Gods, their Betters, are too wiſe. 
To value that which. Men deſpiſe : 
And then, ſaid ſhe, my Son and I, 


Muſt ſtrole in Air twixt Land and Sky ; 
Or elſe, ſhut out from Heaven and Enn, 


Fly to the Sea, my Place of Birth; 


There live with daggl'd Mermaids pent, | 


And keep on Fiſh perpetual Leut. 


Bur ſince the Caſe appear'd fo nice, 
She thought it beſt to take Advice. 
The Muſes, by their King's Permiſſion, . 
Tho' Foes to Love, attend the Seſſion; 


And on the Right Hand took their Places 


In Order; on the Left, the Graces : 


To whom ſhe might her Doubts propoſe. | 


On all Emergencies that roſe. 

The uſes oft were ſeen to frown; _ 
The Graces half aſham'd look'd down; 
And *twas obſery d, there were but few, 
Of either Sex, among the Crew. 
Whom ſhe or her Aſſeſſors kne w. 

The Goddeſs ſoon began to ſee 
Things were not ripe for a Decree : 
And ſaid, ſhe-muſt conſult her Books, 
The Lavert Fleta's, Bractons, Cotes. 
Firſt, to a dapper Clerk ſhe beckon'd, 
To turn to Ovid, Book the Second: 

She then referr'd them to a Place: 

In Virgil (yide Dido's Caſc:) , 

As for Tibullus's Reports, 

They never * far Law in Courts; 3 


43 
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For Cowley's Briefs, and Pleas of Waller, 
Still their Authority was ſmalle. 


Takxk was on both Sides much to fay :- 
She'd hear the Cauſe another Day; 
And ſo ſhe did, and then a Third: 
She heard it ——there ſhe kept her Word; 
But with Rejoinders and Replies, 


Long Bills, and Anſwers, ſtuff d with Lies; £ 


Demur, I n and Eſſoign, 
The Parties ne er could Iſſue join: 
For Sixteen Years the Cauſe was ſpun, 
And then ſtood where it firſt begun. 


Now, gentle Clio, ſing or ſay, 
What Venus meant by this Delay. 
The Goddeſs much perplex'd in Mind, 
To ſee her Empire thus declin'd; 
When firft this grand Debate arofe 
Above her Wiſdom to compoſe, 
Conceiv'd a Project in her Head, 

To work her End; which if it ſped, 
Mou'd ſhew the Merits of the Cauſe, 
Far better than conſulting Laws. 


Ina glad Hour, Larinas Aid 
Produc'd on Earth a wond'rous Maid, 
On whom the Queen of Love was bent 
To try a new Experiment: 

She threw her Law-books on the shelf, 
And thus debated with herſelf. 


SINCE Men alledge, they ne'er can find 


Thoſe Beauties in a Female Mind, 
Which raiſe a Flame that will endure 
For wer, uncerrupt and pure; 


— 
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If *tis with Reaſon they complain, | 
This Infant ſhall reftore my Reign. 

Tl ſearch where ev'ry Virtue dwells, 
From Courts incluſive, down to Cells, 
What Preachers talk, or Sages write; 
Theſe I will gather and unite; 
And repreſent them to Mankind | 
Collected in that Infant's Mind. 


Tuis ſaid, the plucks in Heav's ns s high . 

A Sprig of Amarantbine Flowers; 

In Nectar thrice infuſes B:; 

Three Times refin'd in Titans Rays: 7 

Then calls the Graces to her Aid; ; 

And ſprinkles thrice the ne- horn Maid : 

From whence the tender Skin aſſumes 

A Sweetneſs above all Perfumes; 

From whence a Cleanliuch remains, 

Incapable of ourward Stains; 5 
From whence that Decency. of Mind, 0 44d 
So lovely in the Female Kind; | 

Where not one careleſs Thought intrudes, 
Leſs modeſt than the Speech of Prudes : 
Where never Bluſh was call'd in Aid; 
That ſpurious Virtue in a Maid; 

A Virtue but at ſecond-hand ; 

They bluſh becaufe they underftand. 

Tun Graces next wou'd act their Part, 
And ſhew'd but little of their Art; 
Their Work was half already done, 

The Child with native Beauty ſhone; 
The outward Form no Help requir'd : 


Sack breathi her thrice inſpir 4. | 
reathing on v inſpi _ 
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That gentle, ſoft, engaging Air, 
Which, in old Times, adorn'd the Fair: 
And ſaid, . Vaneſſa be the Name, 

* By which thou ſhalt be known t to Fame: : 
« Haneſſa, by the Gods enroll'd : 
Her Name on Earth—fhall not : be told, 


Bur ftill the Work was not compleat; 
When Venus thought on a Deceit: 


Drawn by her Doves, away ſhe flies, 
And finds out Pallas in the Skies: 


Dear Pallas, I have been this Morn | 
To ſee a lovely Infant born: 


A Boy in yonder Ifle below, 
So like my own; without his Bow: 
By Beauty could your Heart be won, 


You'd ſwear it is Apollo's Son; 
But it ſhall ne'er be ſaid, a Child 


o hopeful, has by me been ſpoiPd ; 
I have enough befides to fpare, 
And give him wholly to your Care. 


Wispon's above ſuſpecting Wiles : 
The Queen of Learning gravely ſmiles ; 
Down from Olympus comes with Joy, 
Miſtakes Faneſa for a Boy; 


Then ſows within her tender Mind 
| Seeds long unknown to Womankind, 


For manly Boſoms chiefly fit, 
The Seeds of Knowledge, Judgment, Wit. 


Her Soul was ſuddenly endu'd 


With Juſtice, Truth and Fortitude; 
With Honour, which no Breath can ſtain, 
Which Malice muſt attack in vain ; 


With | 


1 To ſtudy bright Yaneſſa's Looks : 
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With open Heart and bounteous Hand: 
But Pallas here was at a Stand; 


She knew in our degen' rate Days 
Bare Virtue could not live on Praiſe ; 


That Meat muſt be with Money bought; 


; | She therefore, upon ſecond Thought, 


Infus'd, yet as it were by Stealth, 


1 Some ſmall Regard for State and Wealth: 


Of which, as ſhe grew up, there ſtay d 
A TinQure in the prudent Maid: 

She manag'd her Eſtate with Care, 

Yet lik'd three Footmen to her Chair. 


But left he ſhould neglect his Studies 


Like a young Heir, the thrifty Goddeſs 
(For fear young Maſter ſhould be ſpoil'd,) 
Wou'd uſe him like a younger Child; 
And, after long computing, found 
'T wou'd come to juſt Five Thouſand Pound. 
Tur Queen of Love was pleas'd, and proud, 
To ſee Vaneſſa thus endow'd ; 

She doubted not but ſuch a Dame 

Thro' ev'ry Breaſt would dart a Flame; 
That ev'ry rich and lordly Swain 
With Pride wou'd drag about her Chain ; 
That Scholars ſhould forſake their Books 


As ſhe advanc'd, that Womankind 
Wou'd by her Model form their Mind; 
Aud all their Condu& wou'd be try'd 
By her, as an unerring Guide, 
Offending Daughters oft would hear 
Faneſa's Praiſe rung in their Ear: 
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" Miſs Betty, when the does à Fault, 
Lets fall her Knife, or ſpills the Salt, 


Thus by the Nymphs and Swains ador'd, | 
So Venus hop d, but hop'd in vain. 


She ſhakes her Helm, ſhe Euits her Br ba 
And fir'd with Indignation —_ 


| She'd all undo, that the had dene. 


A wholſome Law, Time out of Mind, 


That Gods of whatſoc'er Degree, 


Or they muſt always be at Odds, 


Will thus be by her Mother chid; 
4 *Tis what Vaneſſa never did. 


My Pow'r ſhall be again reftor'd, 
And happy Lovers bleſs my Reign— 


Fox when in Time the Martial Maid 
Found out the Trick that Venus play'd, 


To-morrow er the ſetting Sun, 


Bur in the Poets we may find, 


Had been confirm'd by Fate's Deeree; 24 i 


Reſume not what themſelves have giv'n, 
Or any Brother God in Heay'n: | 
W hich keeps the Peace among the Gods, 


And Pallas, if ſhe broke the Laws, 
Muſt yield her Foe the ſtronger Cauſe; | 
A Shame to one ſo much ador'd © =) | 52 
For Wiſdom at Joves Council-Board,* FC 
Beſides, ſhe fear'd, the Queen of Love Nl 
Wou'd meet with better Friends above: : Ls 
And tho' ſhe muſt with Grief reflect, 


To ſee a mortal Virgin deck ea 4 
With Graces hitherto unknown a — 4 
To Female Breafts, except her own; e WI 


Yet | . 
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Vet ſhe wou'd act as beſt became 
A Goddeſs of unſpotted Fame: 
She knew by Augury Divine, 
Venus would fail in her Deſign: | 
She ſtudied well the Point, and found; 
Her Foes Concluſions were not ſound, 
From Premiſſes erroneous brought, 
And therefore the Deductions nought ; 
And muſt have contrary Effects 
To what her treach'rous Foe expects. 


Ix proper Seaſon Pallas meets 


The Queen of Love, whom thus ſhe greets: 


(For Gods we are by Homer told, 

Can in Celeſtial Language ſcold) 

Perfidious Goddeſs | but in vain 

You form'd this Project in your Brain; 
3M - Proje&t for thy Talents fit, 
With much Deceit and little Wit: 
Thou haſt, as thou ſhalt quickly ſee, 
2 Deceiv'd thy ſelf, inſtead of me; 
For how can heay'nly Wiſdom prove 
An Inſtrument to earthly Love? | 
3X KEKnow'ſt thou not yet that Men commence 
Thy Votaries for want of Senſe ? 
Nor ſhall Vaneſſa be the Theme 
To manage thy abortive Scheme: 
She'll prove the greateſt of thy Foes : 
And yet I ſcorn to interpoſe; _ 
But uſing neither Skill, nor Force, 
Leave all Things to their nat'ral Courſe. 


When, lo! Vaneſſa in her Bloom, 
Vor, II. F 


Tux Goddeſs thus pronounc'd her Doom: | 


Ad- 
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Advanc'd like Atalanta's Star, 

But rarely ſeen, and ſeen from far: 

— In a new World with Caution ſtept, 

Fl Watch'd all the Company ſhe kept, 
11 Well knowing from the Beoks ſhe read 
11 What dang'rous Paths young Virgins tread : 
T1798 Would ſcldom at the Park appear, 

T1908 Nor ſaw the Play-houſe twice a Year; 
FEE} Yer not incurious, was inclin d 
T3419 To know the Converſe of Mankind. 

14 Fus iſſu d from Perfumers Shops, 

A Croud of faſhionable Fops; 
They ask'd her, how ſhe lik'd the Play ; - 
Then told the Tattle of the Day; 

A Duel fought laſt Night at Two, 
About a Lady-—you know who. 
Mention d a new Italian, come 

Either from Muſcovy or Rome; 
Gave Hints of who and who's together; 

Then fell to talking of the Weather: 

Laſt Night was ſo extremely fine, 

The Ladies walk d till after Nine. 

Then in ſoft Voice and Speech abſurd, 

With Nonſenſe ev'ry ſecond Word, 

With Fuſtian from exploded Plays, 
They celebrate her Beauty's Praiſe ; 

Run o'er their Cant of ſtupid Lyes, 

And tell the Murders of her Eyes. 

Wir n ſilent Scorn Vaneſſa ſat, 

Scarce liſt'ning to their idle Chat; 

Further than ſometimes by a Frown, 

When they grew pert, to pull them down. 
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At laſt the ſpite fully was bent 5 

To try their Wiſdom's full Extent ; ; 

And faid, ſhe valu'd nothing leſs 

Than Titles, Figure, Shape, and Drefs : 
That Merit ſhould be chiefly plac'd 
In Judgment, Knowledge, Wit, and Taſle > 
And theſe, ſhe offer'd to diſpute, 

Alone diſtinguiſh'd. Man from Brute: 

That, preſent Times have no Pretence 

To Virtue, in the nobleſt Senſe, 

By Greeks and Romans underſtood, 

To periſh for our Country Good. 

She nam'd the antient Heroes round, 
Explain'd for what they were renown'd: 
Then ſpoke with Cenſure, or Applauſe,, 
Of foreign Cuſtoms, Ritos, and Laws. 
Thro' Nature, and thro? Art ſhe rang'd, 
And gracefully her Subject chang d: 

In vain: Her Hearers had no Share 

In all ſhe ſpoke, except to ſtare. 

Their Judgment was upon the Whole, 
hat Lady is the dulleſt Soul—— 
Then tipt their Forchead in a Jeer, 

As who ſhould ſay—ſhe wants it here; 

She may be handſome, young and rich, 
But none will burn her for a Witch. 


A Paar v next of glitt'ring Dames, 
From round the Purlieus of St. James, 
Came early, out of pure good Will, 

To fee the Girl in Deſhabille. 
Their Clamour lighting from their Chairs, 
Grew loader all the Way up Stairs; 
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At Entrance loudeſt; where they found 


The Room with Volumes litter'd round. 


Vaneſſa held Montaigne, and read, 
Whilſt Mrs. Suſan comb'd her Head: 
They call'd for Tea and Chocolate, 
And fell into their uſual Chat; 
Diſcourſing with important Face, 


On Ribbons, Fans, and Gloves and Lace; | 


Shew'd Patterns juſt from India brought, 
And gravely ask'd her what ſhe thought ; 
Whether the Red or Green were beſt, 
And what they coſt? Vaneſſa gueſs d, 


As came into her Fancy firſt, 


Nam'd half the Rates, and lik'd the work. 
To Scandal next What aukward Thing 


: Was that, laſt Sunday in the Ring? 


I'm ſorry Hopſa breaks ſo faſt; 
I faid her Face would never laſt. 
Corizna with that youthful Air, 

Is thirty, and a Bit to ſpare: 

Her Fondneſs for a certain Earl 
Began, when J was but a Girl. 

Phyllis, who but a Month ago 

Was marry'd to the Tunbridge Beau, 

I ſaw coquerting t'other Night 
in publick with that odious Knight. 


Tu v rally d next Vaneſſas Dreſs; 
That Gown was made for old Queen Beſs. 


Dear Madam, let me ſet your Head: 


Don't you intend to put on Red? 
A Petticoat without a Hoop! 
Sure, you are not aſham'd to ſtoop; 
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With handſome Garters at your Knecs,. 
No Matter what a Fellow ſees. 

| Firr'd with Diſdain, with Rage inflam'd, 
Both of her ſelf and Sex aſham'd, 

The Nymph ſtood ftlent out of Spite,. 
Nor would vouchſafe to ſet them right. 


: Away the fair DetraQtors went, | 
And gave, by Turns, their Ceuſures venti 
she's not ſo handſome in'my.Eyes: 


; For Wir, I wonder where it lies. 
She's fair and clean, and that's the moſt; 


N But why proclaim her for a-Toaſt 2 
A Baby Face, no Life, nor Airs, 
But what ſhe learnt at Country-Fairs; 


Scarce knows what Diff rence is between 


Rich Handers Lace, and Colberteen.. 
n undertake my little Nancy 

In Flounces has a better Fancy. 
With all her Wit, I. would not ask 


ler Judgment how to buy. a Mask, 
e begg'd her but to patch her Face, 


he never hit one proper Place; 


hich ev'ry Girl at five Years old. 

Lan do as ſoon as ſhe is told. 

own, that out- of: faſhion Stuff 

gecomes the Creature well enough. 

he Girl might paſs, if we could get her 
Lo know the World a little better. 
2 know the Mor li: A modern Phraſe, 

Lor Viſits, Ombre, Balls, and Plays.) 
Tuvs, to the World's perpetual Shame, 
F 
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Too late with Grief ſhe underſtood, 
Pallas had done more Harm than Good; 

For great Examples are but vain, 
Where Ignorance begets Diſdain. 


Both Sexes arm'd with Guilt and __ 


Againſt Vaneſſa's Pow'r unite ; 


To copy her, few Nymphs af pir'd; 
Her Virtues fewer Swains admir'd ;. 
So Stars beyond a certain Height 
Give Mortals neither Heat nor Light. 


Yer ſome of either Sex, endow'd, * 


Wich Gifts ſuperior to the Crowd, 
With Virtue, Knowledge, Taſte, and Wit 


She condefcended to admit: 


With pleaſing Arts ſhe could reduce 
Mens Talents to their proper Uſe; 


And with Addreſs each Genius held 


Jo that wherein it moſt excell'd ; 
Thus making others Wiſdom known, 
Could pleaſe them, and improve her own: 
A modeſt Youth ſaid ſomething new, 
She plac'd it in the ſtrongeſt View. 
All humble Worth ſhe ftrove to raiſe; 
Would not be prais d, yet lov'd to praife.. 


The Learned met with free Approach, 


| Altho' they came not in a Coach. 


Some Clergy too ſhe would allow, 
Nor quarrel'd at their aukward Bow; 
But this was for Cadenus* Sake; c 
A Gownman of a diff rent Make; 
Wham Pallas once Faneſſa's Tutor, 
Had fix'd on for her Coadjutor. 
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Bur Cupid, full of Miſchief, longs 
To vindicate his Mother's Wrongs. 
bon Pallas all Attempts are vain; 

One Way he knows to give her Pain; 

X Vows, on Vaneſſa's Heart to take, | 
Due Vengeance for her Patron's Sake. 
Thoſe early Seeds by Venus ſown, 

In ſpite of Pallas, now were grown ;. 

And Cupid hop'd they wou'd improve 

By Time, and ripen into Love. 

The Boy made uſe of all hisCraft, 

In vain diſcharging many a Shaft, 
Pointed at Col nels, Lords, and Beaux :: 
Cadenus warded off the Blows; | 
For placing ſtill ſome Book betwixt,, 

The Darts were in the Cover fix't; 

Or often blunted and recoil'd, | 

On Plutarch's Morals ſtruck, were ſpoil'd.. 


Taz Queen of Wiſdom cou'd foreſee, 
But not prevent the Fates Decree :. 
And human Caution tries in vain. 
To break that Adamantine Chain. 
Vaneſſa, tho' by Pallas taught, 
By Love invulnerable thought, 
Searching in Books for Wiſdom's Aid, 
Was, in the very Search, betray d. 
CYP, tho? all his Darts were loſt, 
Yet ſtill reſolv'd to ſpare no Coſt; 
He could not anſwer to his Fame 
The Triumphs of that ſtubborn Dame; 
A Nymph fo hard to be ſubdu'd, 
Who neither was Coquet nor Prude. 1 
hn I find, 
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I find, ſaid he, ſhe wants a Doctor, 

Both to adore her, and inſtruct her; 

Pll give ker what ſhe moſt admires; 
Among thoſe venerable Sires. 

Cadenus is a Subject fir, a 

Grown old in Politicks and Wit; 

Careſs'd by Miniſters of State, 

Of half Mankind the Dread and _ 

| Whatc'er Vexations Love attend, 

She need no Rivals apprehend : 

Her Sex with univerſal Voice, 

Muſt laugh at her capricious Choice. 

CA DENUS many Things had writ; 
Haneſſa much eſteem'd his Wit, 

And call'd for his Poetick Works; 

Mean time the Boy in ſecret lurks, 

And while the Book was in her Hand; 
The Urchin from his private Stand 

Took Aim, and ſhot with all his Strength 

A Dart of ſuch prodigious Length, 

It pierc'd' the feeble Volume thro', 

And deep transfix'd her Boſom too. 

Some Lines more moving. than the. reft,. 

Stuck to the Point that pierc'd her Breaſt; 

And born directly to her Heart, 

With Pains unknown encreas'd the Smart. 

VANESSA, not in Fears a Score, 

. Dreams of a Gown of Forty-four; 3 

Imaginary Charms can find, 

Ih Eyes with Reading almoſt blind: 

Cadenus now no more appears 

Declin'd in Health, adyanc'd in ears: 
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She fancies Muſick in his Tongue, 
Nor further looks, but thinks him young. 
What Mariner is not afraid _ 
To venture in aShip decay'd ? 
What Planter will attempt to yoke 
A Sapling with a falling Oak? 
As Years increaſe, ſhe brighter ſhines, 
Cadenus with each Day declines, 
And he muſt fall a Prey to Time, 
While ſhe continues in her Prime. 


CADENUS, common Forms apart, 
In every Scene had kept his Heart; 
Had ſigh'd and languiſh'd, vow'd and vrit, 
For Paſtime, or to ſhew his Wit: 

But Books, and Time, and State Affairs, 
Had ſpoil'd his faſhionable Airs; 
He now cou'd praiſe, eſteem, approve, 
But underftood not what was Love: 
His Conduct might have made him fiyl'd 
A Father, and the Nymph his Child.. 
That innocent Delight he took 
To ſee the Virgin mind her Book, 
Was but the Maſter's ſecret Joy 
In School to hear the fineſt Boy. 
Her Knowledge with her Fancy grew; 
She hourly preſs'd for ſomething new ; 
eas came into her Mind 
o faſt, his Leſſons lagg'd behind : 
She reaſon'd, without plodding lone; 4 
Nor ever gave her Judgment wrong. 
But now a ſudden Change was wrought,, 
a She minds no longer what he taught. 


Cade- 
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Cadenus was amaz'd to find 

Such Marks of a diſtracted Mind; 

For tho' ſhe ſeem'd to liſten morg 
To all he ſpoke, than e' er before; 
He found her 'Thoughts would abſent * 

Vet gueſ d not whence could ſpring the hange. 

And firſt, he modeſtly conjectures 

His Pupil might be tir d with Lectures; 

Which help'd to mortify his Pride, 

Jet gave him not the Heart to chide : 

But in a mild dejected Strain, 

At laſt he ventur'd to complain: 

Said, ſhe ſhould be no longer teiz'd ; | 
Might have her Freedom when ſhe pleas'd :: 

Mas now convinc'd he ated wrong, 
To hide her from the World fo long; 
And in dull Studies to engage, 
One of her tender Sex and Age: 
That ev'ry. Nymph with Envy own'd, 

How ſhe might ſhine in the Grande- Mende: 

And ev'ry Shepherd was undone: 

To ſee her cloifter'd like a Nun. 

This was a viſionary Scheme, 

He wak'd and found it but a Dream; 
A Project far above his Skill, 

For Nature muſt be Nature till. 

If he were bolder than became 

A Scholar to a courtly Dame, : 

She might excuſe a Man of Letters; 
Thus Tutors often treat their Betters. 
And fince his Talk offenſive grew, 

He came to take his laſt Adieu. 


pe. 


NES- 
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V ANESSA, fill'd with juſt Diſdain, 
Wau'd ſtill her Dignity maintain; 
Inſtructed from her early Years 


To ſcorn the Art of Female Tears. 
Hap he employ'd his Time fo long 


N To teach her what was Right and Wrong, 
vet cou'd ſuch Notions entertain 
That all his Lectures were in vain ? 


she own'd the wand'ring of her Thoughts, 
Zut he muſt anſwer for her Faults. 
she well remember'd to her Coſt, 


, That all his Leſſons were not loſt, 


I Two Maxims ſhe could ſtill produce, 


And ad Experience taught their Uſe : 
That Virtue, pleas'd by being ſhown, 
2 Knows nothing which it dare not own ; 


Can make us, without Fear, diſcloſe 

Our inmoſt Secrets to our Foes: 

That common Forms were not deſign'd 
Directors to a noble Mind. 

Now, ſaid the Nymph, to let you ſee 
My Actions with your Rules agree, 

That I can vulgar Forms deſpiſe, 

And have no Secrets to diſguiſe : | 

I knew by what you ſaid and writ, 
How dang'rous Things were Men of Wit, 
You caution'd me againſt their Charms, 
But never gave me equal Arms; 

Your Leſſons found the weakeſt Part, 
Aim'd at the Head, but reach'd the Heart. 


CADENDUS felt within him riſe 


Shame, Diſappointment, Guilr, Surprize. 5 
le 
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He knew not how to reconcile 
Such Language, with her uſual Style : 
And yet her Words were ſo expreft, 

He cou'd not hope ſhe ſpoke in Jeſt, 

_ His Thoughts had wholly been confin'd 
To form and cultivate her Mind. 
He hardly knew, till he was told, 
Whether the Nymph were young or old: 
Had met her in a publick Place, 
Without diſtinguiſhing her Face. 
Much leſs could his declining Age, 


Viane ſa's earlieſt Thoughts engage: 


And if her Youth Indifference met, 
His Perſon muſt Contempt beget. 

Or, grant her Paſſion be ſincere, 

How ſhall his Innocence be clear? 
Appearances were all ſo ſtrong, | 
The World muſt think him in the Wrong; 
Wou'd ſay, he made a treach'rous Uſe 
Of Wit, to flatter and ſeduce ; 

The Town wou'd ſwear he had betray'd, 
By Magick Spells, the harmleſs Maid; 
And ev'ry Beau wou'd have his Jokes, 
That Scholars were like other Folks : 
That when Platonick Flights are over, 
The Tutor turns a mortal Lover : 

So tender of the Young and Fair? 

It fhew'd a true paternal Care: 

Five Thouſand Guineas in her Purſe. | 
The Doctor might have fancy'd worſe. 


Han at length he Silence broke, 


And faulter'd eviry Word he ſpoke; 
at Inter- 


nter 
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Interpreting her Complaiſance, 


Juſt as a Man ſars Conſequence, 


She railly'd well, he always knew ; 
Her Manner now was ſomething new; 
And what ſhe ſpoke was in an Air, 
As ſerious as a Tragick Play'r. 

But thoſe, who aim at Ridicule, 


Shou d fix upon ſome certain Rule; 
3 Which fairly hints they are in Jeſt, 


Elſe he muſt enter his Proteſt : 

For, let a Man be ne'er ſo wiſe, 

He may be caught with ſober Lies; 
A Science, which he never taught, 
And, to be free, was dearly bought : 


| Por, take it in its proper Light, 
3 "Tis juſt what Coxcombs call, a Bite. 


Bur, not to dwell on Things minute; 
Vaneſſa finiſh'd the Diſpute; 
Brought weighty Arguments to prove 
That Reaſon was her Guide in Love. 
She thought he had himſelt deſcrib'd, 
His Do&rines when ſhe ficſt imbib'd; 
What he had planted, now was grown; 
His Virtues ſhe might call her own; 
As he approves, as he diſlikes, 
Love or Contempt, her Fancy ſtrikes. 
Self-Love, in Nature rooted faſt, 
Attends us firſt, and leaves us laſt : 
Why the likes him, admire not at her, 
She loves her ſelf, and that's the Matter. 
How was her Tutor wont to praiſe 
The Genius's of ancient Days! 

Ver. II, G 
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(Thoſe Authors he fo oft had'nam'd 


For Learning, Wit, and Wiſdom fam'd ;) +387; 
Was ſtruck with Love, Eſteem and Awe, | 


For Perſons whom he never ſaw. 
Suppoſe Cadenus flouriſh'd then, 
| He muſt adore ſuch God like Men. 
If one ſhort Volume could compriſe 
All chat was witty, learn'd, and wiſe, 
How wou'd it be eſteem'd, and read, 
Altho' the Writer long were dead? 
If ſuch an Author were alive, 
How all would for his Friendſhip ſtrĩve; 
And come in Crowds to ſee his Face; 
And this ſhe takes to be her Caſe: 
Cadenus anſwer'd ev'ry End, 
The Book, the Author, and the Friend. 
The utmoſt her Defires will reach, 
Is but to learn what he can teach; 
His Converſe, is a Syſtem, fit + 
Alone to fill wp all her Wit; 
While ev'ry Paſhon of her Mind 
In him is center'd and confin'd. 

Lovx can with Speech inſpire a Mute; 
And taught Vaneſſa to diſpute. 
This Topick, never touch'd before, 
Diſpiay'd her Eloquence the more: 
| Her Knowledge, with ſuch Pains acquir d, 
By this new Paſhon grew inſpir'd : mL 
Thro? this ſhe made all Objects paſs, 
Which gave a Tincture o'er the Maſs: 
As Rivers, tho' they bend and twine, 
Still to the Sea their Courſe incline: 
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Or as Philoſophers, who find 7: 
Some fay'rite Syſtem to their Mind ; 
In ev'ry Point to make it fit, 
Will force all Nature to ſubmit. _ 
CADENUS, who could ne'er ſuſpect 
His Leſſons would have ſuch Effect, 
Or be ſo artfully apply d; 
Inſenſibly came on her Side: 
It was an unforeſeen Event, 
Things took a Turn he never meant. 
Whoc'er excels in what we prize, 
Appears a Hero to our Eyes; 
Each Girl when pleas'd with what is taught, 
Will have the Teacher in her Thought: 
When Miſs delights in her Spinnet, 
A Fidler may a Fortune get: 
A Blockhead. with melodious Voice 
In Boarding-Schools can have his Choice: 
And oft the Dancing-Maſter's Art 
Climbs from the Toe to touch the Heart. 
In Learning let a Nymph delight, 
The Pedant gets a Miſtreſs by 't. 
Cadenut, to his Grief and Shame, 
Cou'd ſcarce oppole Vaneſſas Flame; 
And tho' her Arguments were ſtrong, 
At leaſt could hardly wiſh them wrong; 
Howe'er it came, he could not tell, 
But ſure ſhe never talk'd fo well. 
His Pride began to interpoſe ; 
Preferr'd before a Crowd of Beaux: 
So bright a Nymph to come unſought, 
Such Wonder by his Merit wrought : 
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"Tis Merit muſt with her prevail, 
He never knew her Judgment fail: $: 
She noted all ſhe ever read, 

And had a moſt diſcerning! Head: 


Tis an old Maxim in the Schools, 
That Flattery's the Food of Fools; 
Yer now and then your Men of Wit 
Will condeſcend to take a Bir. 
So when Cadenus could not hide, 
He choſe to juſtify his Pride ; 
| Confſtr'ing the Paſſion ſhe had ſhown, 
Much to her Praiſe, more to his own: 
Nature in him had Merit plac'd; 
In her, a moſt judicious Taſte. 
Love, hitherto a tranſient Gueſt, 
Ne'er held Poſſeſſion of his Breaſt ; 
So, long attending at the Gate, 
Diſdain'd to enter in ſo late 

Love, why do we one Paſſion call? 
When "tis a Compound of them all; 


Where hot and cold, where ſharp and ſweet, 


In all their Equipages meet: 

Where Pleaſures mix'd with Pains appear, 

Sorrow with Joy, and Hope with Fear; 

Wherein his Dignity and Age 

Forbid Cadenxs. to engage: 

But Friendſhip in irs. greateſt. Height, 

A conſtant, rational Delight, 

On Virtue's Baſis fix d to laſt, | 

When Love's Allurements Jong are paſt ; 
Which gently warms, but cannot burn; 

He gladly offers in return: 
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His want of Paſſion will redeem, 
With Gratitude, Reſpect, Efteem: 
With that Devotion we beſtow, 
When Goddeſſes appear below. 


Wurz thus Cadenus entertains | 
Vaneſſa in exalted Strains, . 
The Nymph, in ſober Words, intreats 
A Truce with all ſublime Conceits: 
For why ſuch Raptures, Flights, and Fancies, | 
To her, who durſt not read Romances;. 
In lofty Style to make Replies, 
Which he had taught her to deſpiſe. 
But when her Tutor will affect 
Devotion, Duty, and ReſpeR,. 
He fairly abdicates his Throne; 
The Government is now her own: 
He has a Forfeiture incurr'd; 
She vows to take him at his Word; 
And hopes he will not think it ſtrange, 
If both ſhou'd now their Stations change. 
The Nymph will have her Turn, to be 
The Tutor; and the Pupil, he: 
Tho' ſhe already can diſcern, 
Her Scholar is not apt to learn; 
Or wants Capacity to reach 
The Science ſhe deſigns to teach: 
Wherein his Genius was below 
The skill of ev'ry common Beau; 
Who, tho? he cannot ſpell, is wiſe © 
Enough to read a Lady's Eyes; 
And will each accidental Glance 
Interpret for a kind Advance. 
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Bur what Succeſs Vaneſſa met, 


Is to the World a Secret yet: 
Whether the Nymph, to pleaſe her Swain, | 


Talks in a high romintick Strain ; 
Or whether he at laſt deſcends 


To act with lets Seraphick Ends; 


Or, ro compound the Buſineſs, whether. 
They temper Love and Books together; 
Maſt never to Mankind be told, % 


* 


Nor ſhall the conſcious Muſe unfold. 


Mean time,, the mournful Queen of th 


- Led but a weary Life above. 
She ventures now to leave the Skies, 


Grown by Yaneſſa's Conduct wiſe : 
For tho" by one perverſe Event 
Pallas had croſs d her firſt Intent; 
Tho' her Deſign was not obtain'd, 

Yet had ſhe much Experience gain'd ; 
And by the Project vainly try'd, 
Cou d better: now the Cauſe decide. 


SHE gave due Notice, that both 
* Coram Regina prox die Martis, 
Should at their Peril, without fail, 
Come and appear, and ſave their Bail. 
All met, and Silence thrice proclaim'd, 
One Lawyer to cach Side was nam'd. 
The Judge diſcover'd in her Face, 
Reſentments for. her late Diſgrace; 
And, full of Anger, Shame, and Grief, 
Directed them to mind their Brief; 


3 
8 


Before the Queen on Tueſday next. 
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Nor ſpend their Time to ſhew their Reading; 


She'd have a ſummary Proceeding; 
She gather'd, under ev'ry Head, 

The Sum of what each Lawyer ſaid ;- 
Gave her own Reaſons laſt; and chen 
Decreed the Qauſe againſt the Mex. 


Bor, in a weighty Caſe like this, 

To ſhew ſhe did not judge amiſs, 

Which evil. Tongues might elſe report: 
| She made a Speech in open Court; 

Wherein ſhe grievouſly complains, 

14. How ſhe was cheated by the Swains : . 

On whoſe Petition, (humbly ſhewing 


That Women were not worth the wooing ; | 


And that unleſs the Sex would mend, 
The Race of Lovers ſoon muſt end: 
4 She was at Lord knows what Expence, , 
« To form a Nymph of Wit and Senſe; 
« A Model for her Sex defign'd ; 
"Who never cou'd one Lover find. 
« She ſaw her-Favour was miſplac'd ; . 
The Fellows had a wretched Taſte ; 
che needs muſt tell them to their Face, 
They were a ſtupid, ſenſcleſs Race: 
And. were ſhe to begin agen, 
FF © She'd ſtudy to reform the Men; 

or add ſome Grains of Folly more 

= © To Women than they had betore, 

| © To put them on an equal Foot; 

And this, or nothing elſe, wou'd do 
% This might their mutual Fancy ſtrike, 
< Since cy" ry * loves its Like. 


- 
— - 
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« Byr now, repenting what was done, 
« She left all Buſineſs to her Son: 
&« She puts the World in his Paſſeſſion, 
« And let him uſe it at Diſcretion. 
Tux Cry'r was order'd to diſmiſs 
The Court; who made his laſt O yes! 
The Goddeſs wou'd no longer wait; 
But riſing from her Chair ot State, 
Left all below at Six and Seyn;  _ 
Harneſs'd her Doves, and flew. to Heavy n. 


THE 
FapLE of MIDAS. 


— . * 


Written in the Tas: 1712.. 


— cc. —_—_— * 8 


— 


AIDAS, we are in Story told, 

Turn'd ev'ry thing he touch't to Gold: 

He chip't his Bread; the Pieces round 
Glirter'd like Spangles on the Ground: 
A Codling e' er it went his Lip in, 
Would ſtrait become a Golden Pippin: 
He call'd for Drink; you ſaw him ſup 
Potable Gold in Golden Cup. 
His empty Paunch that he might fill, 
He ſuck't his Viitels thro a Quill ; 


Un- 
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VUntouch't it paſs't between his Grinders, 

Or't had been happy for Gold-finders, 

He cock't his Hat, you would: have ſaid. 

Mambrino's Helm adorn'd his Head, 

Whene'er he chanc'd his Hands to lay 
On Magazines of Corn, or Hay, 

ald ready coin'd appear'd, inſtead 

Of paultry Provender and BM: 

Hence we are by wiſe Farmers wh, 

Old Hay is equal to old Gold; | 

And hence aCritick deep maintains, 

Welearn't to weigh our Gold by Grains. 


Tas Fool had got a lucky Hit, 
And People fancy'd he had Vit: 
Two Gods their Skill in Muſick try'd,. 
And both choſe Midas to decide ; 
He againſt Phoebus Harp decreed, 
And gave it for Pan's Oaten Recd: 
The God of Wit to ſhew his Grudge, 
Clap'r A Ears upon the Judge; 
A goodly Pair, erect and wide, 
Which he could neither gild nor hide. 
Ap now the Virtue of his Hands, 
Was loft among Pacfelus Sands, 
Againſt whoſe Torrent while he ſwims, 
The Golda Scurf pecls off his Limbs: 
Fame ſpreads the News, and People waned - 
From far, to gather golden Gravel; 
Midas, expos'd to all their Jeers, 
Had loft his Art, and kept his Zars. 


Tuis Tale inclines the gentle Reader, 
To think upon a certain Lecder; 


69 
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To whom, from Midas down, deſcends 
That Virtue in the Fingers Ends: 

What elſe by Perquiſites are meant, 
By Penſions, Bribes, and Three per Cent? 
By Places and Commiſſions fold; 
And turning Dung it ſelf to Gold? 
By ſtarving in the Midſt of Store, 
As t'other Midas did before ? 


Nox E e'*cr did modern Midas chuſe 
Subject or Patron of his Muſe, 


But found him thus their Merit ſc an, 


That Phæbut muſt give Place to Pan: 
He values not the Poet's Praiſe, 
Nor will exchange his Plumbs for Bays : 
To Pan alone, rich Miſers call, | 
And there's the Jeſt, for Pan is ALL: 
Here Engliſb Wits will be to ſeek, 
Howe'er, it all one in the Greek. 


Bzs1DEs, it plainly now appears, 
Our Midas too has 4ffes Ears; 


| Where every Fool his Moub applies. 
And whiſpers in a thouſand Lies; * 
Such groſs Deluſions could not paſs, 
Thro? any Ears but of an A,. 


Bur Gold defiles with frequent Touch; 
There s nothing fouls the Hands ſo much: 
And Scholars give it for the Cauſe, 

Of Britiſþ Midas* dirty Paws ; 

Which while the Senate ſtrove to ſcower, 
They waſh't away the Chymick Power. 
While he his utmoſt Strength apply d, 
To ſwim againſt this pop lar — 
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The golden Spoils flew off apace 
Here fell a Penſion, there a Place: 
The Torrent, mercileſs, imbibes 
Commiſſions, Perquiſites, and B ribes ; 1 
By their own Weight ſunk to the Bottom; | 
Much Good much may do 'em, that bave combs um. 
And Midas now neglected ſtands, 
With Aſes Ears, and dirty Hands. 


* 


THE 


F A 8 G 0 T. 


Written in the Year 1113, when the 3 s Mint- 
— were quareelling n nn 9 1 


— 


: 7 


2 the dying Father ſpeak : 

Try Lads, can you this Bundle break ; 
Then bids the youngeſt of the Six, 

Take up a well-bound Heap of Sticks. 
They thought it was an old Man's Maggot ; 
And ftrove by Turns to break the Faggot: 
In vain : The complicated Wands 
Were much too ſtrong for all their Hands. 
dee, {aid the Sire, how ſoon tis done: 
Then took and broke them one by one. 

So ſtrong you'll be, in Friendſhip ty'd ; 

So quickly broke if you divide. 

Keep cloſe then Boys, and never quarrel, 
Here ends the Fable and the Moral. 
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71 Poems on ſeveral Occaſſons. 
Tus Tale may be apply'd in few Words 
To Treaſurers, Controllers, Stewards, 
And others, who in ſolemn Sort 
Appear with ſlender Wands at Court: 

Not firmly join'd to keep their Ground, 

But laſhing one another round: 
While, wiſe Men think they ought to fight 
With Dnarter-ſtaffs inſtead of White; 
Or Conftable with Staff of Peace, 

Which now difturb the Queen and Court, 
And give the M bigs and Rabble Sport. 


In Hiſtory we never found - + 
The Conſul's * Faſces were unbound ; 
Thoſe Romans were too wile to think on't, 
Except to laſh ſome grand Delinquent, 
How would they bluſh to hear it ſaid, 
The Prætor broke the Conſul's Head; 
Or, Conſul in his Purple Gown, 
Came up, and knock d the Prætor down: 

Com Courtiers: Every Man his Stick: 
n Lord-Treafurer ; for once be quick: 
And that they may the cloſer cling, 
Take your blue Ribbon for a String. 
Come trimming J Harcourt, bring your Mace; 
And ſqueeze it in, or quit your TIE: 


h—— — — 


* 1 Bundle Reds Sticks, carried 
erle- 2 ; bf 
1 Ontord. 
J Lord Chancells 


And, 


Ka 
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H ARLEY, the Nation's great Support, 
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Diſpatch, or elſe that Raſcal + Nortbey, 


Will undertake to do it for thee : 


And be aſſur'd, the Court will find him 
Prepar'd to leap o'er Sticks, or bind them. 
To make the Bundle ſtrong and ſafe, 
Great Ormonde lend thy Gen'ral's Staff: 7 
And, and if the Craſer could be cramm'd in, 

A Fig for Lechmere, King, and Hambden, 

You'll then defy the ſtrongeſt I big, 

With both his Hands to bend a Twig; 

Though with united Strength they all pull, 

From * Sommors down to J Craigs and + 1#aljole. 

+ Sir Edward Northey, Attorney-General, brought 

in by the Lord Harcourt; yet very deſirous of the Grean 


* [ord Sommers, who had been, at different Times, 
Lord Chancellor and Preſident of the Council. 

4 bo hath ſince been Secretary of State. 

+ The great Minifter now in chief Power. 


Epiſtle VII. Book I. | 


Lmitated and addreſſed to the Earl of O. Ford, 
FE in the Year 1713. 


* 


Returning home one Day from Court; 
(His Mind with publick Cares poſſeſt, 
All Europe's Bus neſs in his Breaſt.) 
2 Stermeus S fertis, cauſiſque Phili a a : 
Clarus ab Melis octauam circiter horam EM | 
Dum redit 


3 et . H | Obfry'd 
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| Obferv'd a Parſon near Whitehall, 5 
Cheapꝰ ning old Authors on a Stall. 
The Prieſt was pretty well in Caſe, 
And ſhew'd ſome Humour in his Face; 
Look'd with an eaſy carcleſs Mien, | 
A perfect Stranger to the Spleen; 10 
Of Size that might a Pulpit fill, 20 
But more inclining to fit ſtill. 
My Lord, who (if a Man may ſay't) 
Loves Miſchief better than his Meat, 
Was now diſpog'd to crack a Jeſt; 15 
And bid Friend Leevis go in queſt; 
(This Leu is an arrant Shaver, 
And very much in Hazxtev's Favour; ) 
| Inqueſt who might this Payſon be; 
What was his Name, of what Degree: 20 
E poſſible to learn his Story ; 
And whether he were big or Tory? 
LEW IS his Patron's Humour knows, 
Away upon his Errand goes; 
And quickly did the Matter ſiſt; . 25 
Found out that this was Dr. S— . 3 
A Clergy man of ſpecial Note, 
For ſhunning thoſe of his own Coat; 


0 9 K — 


5. — Corſpexit, ut aiunt, bs 
Adraſum quemdam vacus tonſoris in umbra 
 Cultello proprios purgantem leniter ungues. | 

15. Demetri (puer hic non læve juſſa Philippi 
Acc ipiebat) abi, quære, & refer: Inde domo, quis, 
Cujus fortune, quo fit Patre, quove Patrono? yy 
23, 25, It, reddit, & narrat, Volteium nomine EM 
Mæuam. 1 M 


Which 


10 


1 


20 


— 
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Which made his Brethren of the Gown, 
Take Care betimes to run him down, | 30 
No Libertine, nor over- nice; 
Addicted to no Sort of Vice; 

Went where he pleas'd, ſaid what he thought; 
Not rich; but ow'd no Man a Groat. - FRE 
In Seate-Opinions 4 la Mode; 35 
He hated Wharton like a Toad; 
Had giv'n the Faction many a Wound, 

And libell'd all the Junta round: 

Kept Company with Men of Wir, | : 
Who often. father*d what he writ : 24 40 
His Works were hawk'd in ev'ry Street, 

But ſeldom roſe above a Sheet : 

Of late, indeed, the Paper-Stamp 

Did very much his Genius cramp; ; YES 
And fince he could not ſpend his Fi ire, 45 
He now intended to retire. 


SarD Harley, I deſire to bow 

From his own Mouth, if this be ſo: 

Step to the Doctor ſtraight, and ſay, 

I'd have him dine with me to Day. 50 
8 t ſcem'd to wonder what he meant, 

Nor would believe my Lord had ſent ; 

So never offer d once to ſtir; 

But wy faid, Yowr Servant Sir. 


ms 


D „„ 


Tenul — „ ſve crimine notum, 
5 — loco, E ceſſare, & querere, S , 
GC audentemni — F PR 
47. Scitari libet ex ipſo quodcunque v 
Ad cænam veniat? Ne — credere 
Airari ſecum tacitns. = 

54. Benigne, Reſpondet. 


ers. Dio 
na; 


26 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
Does he refuſe me ? HARLEY cry'd. 
He does, with Inſolence and Pride. 


Some few Days after, HanLey ſpies 
The Doctor faſten'd by the Eyes 

At Charing-Creſs, among the Rout, 
Where painted Monſters dangle out. 

He pull'd the String, and ſtopt his Coach, 
Beck ning the Doctor to approach. 


E -T, who could neither fly nor hide, 
Came ſneaking to the Chariot-Side, 

And offer d many a lame Excuſe : 

He never meant the leaſt Abuſe - 
Ay Lord — The Honour you 4100 — 
Erxtreamiy proud but I bad din d 
Im ſure I never ſbou'd neglect 

No Alan alive bas more Reſpect 
« Well, I ſhall think of that no mes 
If you'll be ſure to come at Fur. 
The Doctor now obeys the Summons; 'Y 
Likes both his Company and Commons; ; 


55 Negat ille mibi? 
56. Nagat e, & te 
Negligis aut borret | 
55. — Yoltcium mare Phili 
Lilia vendentem tunicato ſc ruta pope lo, hs 
Occupat, & ſalvere jubet prior. 
65 Ille Phili ppo 
Excuſare — 
71 


noviſſo putato 
Me tibi, ſi =  bodie mecum. — liber. Ergo. 


Poſt nonam venies: 
74 Ut ventum ad cænam ft, dicenda, tacenda "RO 
Tandem durmitam dimittitur. Hic ubi ſepe 
Occultum viſus decurrere piſcis ad 4 N 
Alune chiens, jan ani comulus . — = No: 


Diſplays br 


63 


79 


cuts, 


[plays 
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Diſplays his Talent; ſits till Ten; 75 
Next Day invited, comes again: 


Soon grows domeſtick; ſeldom fails 
Either at Morning, or at Meals: 
Came early, and departed late: e WR 
In ſhort, the Gndgeon took the Bait. 80 
My Lord wou'd carry on the Jeſt, | SH 
And down to Windſor takes his Gueſt. 


t much admires the Place and Air, 


And longs to be a Canon there; 5 
In Summer, round the Park to ride, 85 
In Winter never to reſide. 

A Canon] That's a Place too mean; 

No, Doctor, you ſhall be a Dean; 

Two dozen Canons round your Stall, 
And you the Tyrant o'er them all! 90 
You need but croſs the [riſb Seas, 

To live in Plenty, Power, and Eaſe. 

Poor S—t departs ; and, what is worſe, 

With borrow'd Money in his Purſe; 
Travels, at leaſt, a Hundred Leagues; 95 
And ſuffers numberleſs Fatigues. 


Sup ros him, now, a Dean compleat, 

Demurely lolling in his Seat; 

The Silver Verge, with decent Pride, 

Stuck underneath his Cuſhion Side. | 100 


4 Suppoſe him gone through all Vexations, 


Patents, Inſtalments, N 


88 ö 


Firſt 


Ul Fubetur | 
Rura ſuburbana indictis comes ire Latmis. 


Impoſitus mannis arvum cœlumque Sabis uu. 
Non ceſſat laudave: 


87. Videt, ridetque Philippus. 


7 Penis on ſeveral Otcafions. 
Firſt-Fruits and Tenths, and Chapter-Treats, . 


Dues, Payments, Fees, Demands, and Cheats, 
105 


(The wicked Laity's eontriving, 
To hinder Clergymen from thriving) 
Now all the Doctor's Money's ſpent, 
His Tenants wrong him in his Rent; 
The Farmers, ſpightfully combin'd, 
Force him to take his Tythes in Kind; 
And * Parviſol diſcounts Arrears, 
By Bills, for Taxes and Repairs. 
Poor , with all his Loſſes vext, 
Not knowing where to turn him next: 
Above a Thouſand Pounds in Debt; 
Takes Horſe, and in a mighty Fret, 
Rides Day and Night at ſuch a Rate, 
He ſoon arrives at Hazitey's Gate: 
But was ſo dirty, pale, and thin, 
Old 1 Read would hardly let him in. 


Said Harley, welcome Rev'rend Dean; 
What makes your Worſhip look ſo lean? 
Why ſure you won't appear in Town, 

In that old Wig, and ruſty Gown ? 
I doubt your Heart is ſet on Pelt 
So much, that you neglect your ſelf. 


119 


145 


425 


i 
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10. 
Fpdem mentita ſeges, hos eſt enectus arando; 

113, Offenſus damnis, media de nocte caballum 
Arripit, iratuſque Philippi tendit ad «des. 


121. ſimul aſpexit ſcabrum intonſumque Phi- 
. 


Duri t, att, Vohei, nimis attentuſque viderig 
 Efſemibi. : .. EL 
The Dean's Agent, a. Frenchman. 

+ The Lord Treaſurer's Porter. 


What 
Oves furto, morbo perierecapelle; 1883 


110 


145 


Phi- 
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What? I ſuppoſe now Stocks are hig, 
You've ſome good Purchaſe in your Eye; 
Or is your Money out at Uſe ? —- - | 
Truce, good my Lord, I beg a Trace; 130 
(The Doctor im a Paſſion cry'd,) . 
Your Raillery is miſapply d- 
Experience I have dearly: bought, 

You know I am not worth a Groat ; | 1 
Bar it's a Folly to conteſt, 135: - 
When you reſolve to have your Jeſt ; | 
And fince you now have done your worſt, , 
Pray leave * you — me firſt. 
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Goran wiſh'd that I had clear, 

For Life, fix Hundred Pounds a Lear; 
A handſome Houſe to lodge a Friend, 

A River atmy Garden's End ; #12 
A. Terras Walk, and half a Reed ES | 
Of Land, fer cuts plant a Wood: | 


War 


CY py - 


1. tao erat in votis e modus agrinon ita a nagut, 
Hortus ubi, & tecto vicinus jugis aque fons, 
Et paulum ſve ſuper bis foret. 


* 
1 
— 


80 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
_ Wert : Now I have all this and more: 
I ask not to encreaſe my Store; 
And ſhould be perfectly content, 
Could I hut live on this Side Trent; 
Nor croſs the Channel twice a Year, 
To ſpend fix Months with Stateſmen here. 
I usr by all means come to Town, 
_ *Tis for the Service of the Crown. 
„Lewis; the Dean will be of Uſe, 
Send for him up; take no Excufe, 
The Toil, the Danger of the Seas; 
Great Miniſters ne'er think of theſe ; 
Or let it coſt five hundred Pound, 
No matter where the Money's found; 
It is but ſo much more in Debt, 
And that they ne'er confider'd yet. 
« Goop Mr. Dean go change your Gown ; 
Let my Lord know you're come to Town ; 
J hurry me in haſte away, 
Not thinking it is Levee- Day; 
And find his Honour in a Pound, 
Hemm 'd hy a triple Circle round, 
Chequer'd with Ribbons blue and green; 
How ſhould I thruſt my ſelf between? 
Some Wag obſerves me thus perplex'd, 


And ſmiling whiſpers to the next, 


] thought the Dean had been too proud, 
Jo joſtle here among a Crowd. 


7. — Auftius atque 
Di melius fecere.— ; 
1. Sive aquilo rabit terras, ſeu bruma nivalem 
Interiore diem gyro trabit, ire neceſſe eff. 
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Another in a ſurly Fit, . 35 
Tells me, I have more Teal than Wit, | 
So cager to expreſs your Love, 

« You ne er conſider whom you ſhove; 

« Bur rudely preſs before a Duke, 


I own, I'm pleas'd with this Rebuke ; 40 


And take it kindly meant to ſhow 
What I defire the World ſhould know. 


Is ET a Whiſper, and withdraw » 


5 | Whentwenty Fools, I never ſaw, 3 
Come with Petitions fairly penn d, 45 
Deſiring I would ſtand their Friend. 


Tuis, humbly offers me his Caſe: 
That begs my Int'reſt for a Place. 
A hundred other Men's Affairs 
Like Bees are humming in my Ears: 10 
« To morrow my Appeal comes on, 

% Without your Help the Cauſe is gone 

The Duke expects my Lord and you, 

About ſome great Affair, at Two —— 
&« Put my Lord Bolingbroke in mind, BF 
« To get my Warrant quickly fign'd 
« Conſider, 'tis my firſt Requeſt, —- 
Be ſatisfy*d, I'll do my beſt: 


37. Quid vis 88 S quas res agis? ? improbus urget, 


Tratis precibus, tu pulſes omne quod oh ſtat, 


Ad Mecenetem memori fi mente recurras. 
Hoc judat, & melli ef, non mentiar . 


44. —— Aliena negotia centum, 


Per caput, & .. latus.. 


Then. 
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82 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
Then preſently he falls to teaze: oy 


=, (October next, it will be four) 


Would take me in his Coachto chat, 

And queſtion me of this and that; 
As, What's a-Clock? ” And, How's the Wind? 
Or gravely try to read the Lines 


Writ underneath the Country Signs: 
Or, Have you nothing new To-day, 


Where all that paſſes, inter nos, 


Becauſe they ſee me us d ſo well; 


In numero; duntaxat ad hoc, quem tollere rheda,. 


& You may for certain, if you pleaſe ; 
& I doubt not, if his Lord ſhip knew ——— 
« And Mr. Dean, one Word from vou — 


Ts (let me ſee) three Years and more, 


Since HA RLE bid me firſt attend, 
And choſe me for an humble Friend: 


44 Whoſe Chariot's that we left behind? 70 


4 From Pope, from Parnel, or from Gay? 
Such Tattle often entertains 

My Lord and me as far as Stains : 

As once a Week we travel down 

To Windſor, and again to Town; 


Might be proclaim'd at Charing Croſs. 
Ver ſome I know with Envy ſwell, | 


— 


: 60. — Sivis pokes, addit & inflat. 
63, Septimus octavo proprior jam fugerit annus, 
Ex quo Mecenas me cepit habere ſuorum 


Pellet iter faciens, & crui concedere nugas. 
81. — Subjetticr in diem & horam, 
Invidia, — — 
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« How think you of our Friend the Dean? 
wonder what ſome People mean; 

« My Lord and He are grown ſo great, 85 
« Always together, tete « tetes | 

© What? They admire him for his Jokes. 
see but the Fortune of ſome Folks ! 


C9 


Tigre flies about a ſtrange Report 
f ſome Expreſs arriv'd at Court ; 90 
I'm ſtopt by all the Fools I meet, 

And catechiz'd in ey'ry Street. 
© You, Mr. Dean, frequent the Great: 
Inform us, will the Emp'ror treat? 5 
r do the Prints and Papers lye? _ 
aith, Sir, you know as much as I. en” 
Ah Doctor, how you love to jeſt ? 

'Tis now no Secret! proteſt 

is one to me. — Then, tell us, pray 4 
When are the Troops to have their Pay? Ico 
nd, though I ſolemnly declare | 
know no more than my Lord Mayor, 
hey ſtand amaz'd, and think me grown 
he cloſeſt Mortal ever known. 


6 


74 


to Tuus in a Sea of Folly tofſt, 105 
y Choiceſt Hours of Life are loſt; 
4 always wiſhing to retreat : 

How a, could 1 ſce my Country Seat! 8 


— 


59. F Frigidus a a Roftris manat per compita rumor; , 
Uicungue obvius eft, me conſulit. 

101. Jurantem me ſcire nibil, mirantur, wt unum 
licet egregii, mort alem, altique ſilenti. 
108. O Ras, quando ego te aſpiciam, quandoque licebit, 
nc veterum libris, Ait unc ſomno, S inertibus boris, 

ere ſollicitæ jucunda oblivia vie? ? 


— 


%. 


34 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
There leaning near a gentle Brook, 


And there, in ſweet Oblivion, drown 


Ms pay their Duty at his Herſe ? 


Sleep, or peruſe ſome antient Book ; 


Thoſe Cares that haunt a Court and Town. 


_—— 


*® L Ea yl 


On the ſuppoſed Death of 
Partrige the Almanack-maker. [ 


ä 


— 


Win in * 9 ok ” 


ELL; 'tis as Bickerftaff has gueſt, 
Tho” we all took it for a Jeſt: 
Partrige is dead; nay more, he dy d 

E'er he could prove the good Squire ly d. 
Strange, an Aſtrologer ſhould die, 
Without one Wonder in the Sky! 

Not one of all his Crony Stars 


No Meteor, no Eclipſe appear'd ? 

No Comet with a flaming Beard ?. 
The Sun has roſe, and gone to Bed, 
Juſt as if Partrige were not dead: 

Nor hid himſelf behind the Moon, 
To make a dreadful Night at Noon. 
He at fit Periods walks through Aries, 
Howe'er our earthly Motion varies; 
And twice a Year he'll cur th' Equator, 
As if there had been no ſuch Matter. 


8 0 * * 
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| Sour Wits have wonder'd what Analogy 
| There is *twixt + Cobbling and Aſtrology: 
= How Partrige made his Opt icks riſe, 
From a Shoe-Sole to reach the Skies. 


A Lis the Coblers Temples ties, 
To keep the Hair out of their Eyes; 
From whence tis plain, the Diadem 
That Princes wear, derives from them: 
And therefore Crowns are now a-days 
Adorn'd with golden Stars and Rays: 
Which clearly ſhews the near Alliance, 
Twixt Cobbling and the Planets Science. 
Bssipxs; that flow-pac'd Sign Bootet, 
= As 'tis miſcall'd, we know not who tis: 
But Partrige ended all Diſputes; 
He knew his Trade, and call'd it“ Boots, 
Tus borned Moon, which heretofore - 
Upon their Shoes the Romans wore, 
Whoſe Wideneſs kept their Toes from Corns, 
And whence we claim our Sheoing- Horns; 
Shews how the Art of Cobbling bears 
A near Reſemblance to the-Spheres 


A Scaar of Parchment hung by ed 
(A great Refinement in Barometry) - 

Can like the Stars foretell the Weather; | 
And what is Parchment elſe but Leather ? T 
Which an Aſtrologer might uſe, 

Either for Almanacis or Shoes. 


Tuus Partrige, by his Wit and Parts, 
At once did practiſe both theſe Art: 


p — 1414 FR 
+ Partrige was a Cobler. 
* See kis Almanack. 
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| Paems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
And as the boading Owl (or rather 


The Bar, becauſe her Wings are Leather) 
' Steals from her private Cell by Night, 


And flies about the Candie-Light ; 
So learned Partrige could as well 
Creep i in the Dark from Leathers Cell, 


And in his Fancy fly as far, 


To peep upon a twinkling Star. 

Basipzs, he could confound the beres, 
And ſet the Planets by the Ears: 
To ſhew his Skill, he Mars could join 


To Venus in Aſpect Mali'n; 


Then call in Mercwry for Aid, 


.. And cure the Wounds that Venus made. 


Gr Ear Scholars have in Lucian read, 


When Philip King of Greece was dead, 


His Sm and Spirit did divide, 

And each Part took a different Side; 
One roſe a Star; the other fell 
Beneath, and mended Shoes in Hell. 


Tuvs Partrige till ſhines in each Art, 
The Cobbling and Star gazing Part; 


And is inſtall'd as good a Star 


As any of the Ceſar: are. 


| Tawnenant Star! ſome Pity ſhew 


On Coblers militant below, 


| Whom roguiſh Boys in ſiormy Nights 


Torment, by piſling out their Lights ; 


Or thro' a Chink convey their Smoke, 
_ Lnclos'd Artificers to choke. 


Tnov, high-exalted in thy Sphere, 


May'ſt follow ſtill thy Celling there. 


To 
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To thee the Bull will lend his Hide, | 
By Pbæbus newly tann'd and dry'd. 
For thee they Argo's Hulk will tax, 8 
And ſcrape her pitchy Sides for V ar. q 
Then, Ariadne kindly lends © 1 
Her braided Hair to make thee Ends. 
The Point of Sagitarius Dart 
Turns to an cl, by heavenly Art: 
And Fukan, wheedled by his Wite, 
Will forge for thee a Paring-Knife. 
For want of Room, by Virgo's Side, 
She'll ſtrain a Point, and fir * aride, 
To take thee kindly in between, 
And then the Signs will be Thirteen. 


The E PIT AP H. 


H E, foe Feet deep, lies on bis Back 
A Cobler, Star- monger, and Quack; 
I bo to the Stars in pure Good-will, 

Does to bis beſt look upward ftill. 

Weep all you Cuſtomers that uſe 

His Pills, bis Almanacks, er Shoes: 
Aud you that did your Fortunes ſeek, 

= Step to bis Grave but once a Week: 

= This Earth, which bears-bis Body's Print, 
You'll find bas fo much Virtue int, 

That I durſt pawn my Ears, "twill tell. 

Ii bate'er concerns you, full as well, 

In Phyſick, ſtolen Goods, or Love, 

4 be bimſelf could, when above. 


* Tibi 8 comtraiet ingens | 
Scorfins, &c. 


To 
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\ EcroxDixc PHH was endud 
With ev'ry Talent of a Prude: 
She trembled when a Man drew near ; 
Salute her, and ſhe turn'd her Bar; 
If o'er againſt her you were plac d, 
She durſt not look above your Waift ; 
She'd rather take you to her Bed, 
Than let you ſee her dreſs her Head: 
=_ In Church you heard her, thre? the Crow, 
| Repeat the .4b/Iution loud; 
| In Church, ſecure behind her Fan, | 
She durſt behold that Monſter; Han: 
There practis'd how to place her Head, oy 
And bit her Lips, to make them red; 15 


Or, on the Mat devoutly kneeling, WI 
Wou'd lift her Eyes up to the Ceiling, 9 85 Fill 
And hcave her Boſom, unaware, e By 
For neighb'ring Beaux to ſee it bare. He — ; I] 

Ar length, a lucky Lover came hd 


And found Admittance to the Dame. 


p . <6 6 PI . N =; %« Þ 
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To my much honour d Father 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. _ 
3 all Parties now agreed, 

The Writings drawn, the Lawyer feed, 

The Vicar and the Ring beſpoke: 
Gueſs, how could ſuch a Match be broke? 
See then, what Mortals place their Bliſs in! 
Next Morn, betimes, the Bride was miſſing; 
The Mother ſcream'd, the Father chid ; 
Where can this idle Wench be hid? 
No News of. Phy! ! The Bridegroom came, 
And thought his Bride had skulk'd for Shame; 
Becauſe her Father us d to ſay, 

The Girl had ſuch a baſbful Way. 


Now Fobn, the Butler, muſt be ſent, 
To learn the Road that Phyllis went. 
The Groom was wi/b'd to ſaddle Crop; 
For, John muſt-neither light, nor ſtop, 
But find her wherefoc'er ſhe fled, 

And bring her back, alive or dead. 


SEE here again, the Dev'l to do! 
For, truly, Jebn was miſling too. 
The Horſe and Pillion both were gone! 
Phyllis, it ſcoms, was fled with Fchn. 


Oro Madam, who went up to find 
What Papers Phi had left behind, 
A Letter on the Toylet ſees, 


-Theſe. 
( Tis always done, Romances tell us, 
When Daughters run away with Fellow 
FilPd with the choiceſt Common - Places, 
By others us'd in the like Caſes; 

That, long ago, a Foriune- teller 
Eactly ſaid what now befel her; 


| 6 And. 


go Pbems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
And in aGlaſs had made her ſce 
MA Serving-man of low Degree. 

It was ber Fate, muſt be forgiven, 
For Marriages were made in Henten: 
& His Pardon begg'd; bur, to be plain, 
Shed dt, if *repere to do again. 

„* Thank God, t was neither Shame, nor Six; 
« For John was come of boneſt Kin. 
Love never thinks of Rich and Poor, 
« Shed beg with John from Door to Docr. 

4 Forgive her, it it be a Crime, 

„ Shell never Go't another Time. 

She ne'er before in all her Life 

« Once diſobey'd him, Maid nor Wife. 
One Argument the ſumm'd up all in, 

« The Thing was done, and paſt recalling ; 


And therefore hop'd ſhe ſhould recover bai 
« His Favour, when his Paſſon's over! | 


« She valn'd not what others thought her, 
And was——his moſt obedient Daughter. 


Fain Maidens all, attend the Muſe, 
Who now the wand' ring Pair purſues. 
Away they rode in homely Sort, 

Their Journey long, their Money ſhort; 
The loving Couple well bemir'd; 

The Horſe and both the Riders tir'd: 
Their Victuals bad, their. Lodging worſe; 
Ph;I cry'd, and John began to curſe ; | 
Phy with'd, that ſhe had ſtrain'd a Limb, 
When firſt ſhe ventur'd out with him: 
John with'd, that he had broke a Leg, 
When fitſt for her he quitted Peg. 
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Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 97 
Bur what Adventures more befel em, : 
The Muſe hath now no time to tell em. 
How Johnny wheedled, threatned, fawn'd, 
Till Phyllis all her Trinkets pawn'd: 
How oft ſhe broke her Marriage Vows, 
In Kindneſs, to maintain her Spouſe, 
Till Swains unwholſome ſpoil'd the Trade; 
For now the Surgeon muſt be paid, 
To whom thoſe Perquiſites are gone, 
| In Chriſtian Juſtice due to John. 


Wuzgn Food and Rayment now grew ſearce, 
Fate put a Period to the Farce, 


And with exact poetick Juſtice ; | 88 
For, John is Landlord, Phyllis Hoſteſs: : 
They keep, at Staines, the old blue Boar, 

Are Cat and Dog, and Rogue and Whore. 


„„ 2 . 
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STELLA's Birth-Day. 
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Written in the Vear 1718. 


$* E L L 4 this Day is Thirty-four, 
(We ſhan'r diſpute a Year or more:) 

_ However Stella, be not troubled, 

Boer Although thy Size and Ycars are doubled, 


Since 


ge Poems on ſeveral Occaſſons. 
Since firſt I ſaw thee at Sixteen, 
The brighteſt Virgin on the Green. 

So little is thy Form declin'd ; 

Made up fo largely in thy Mind. 


On, would it pleaſe the Gods, to ſplit 
Thy Beauty, Size, and Years, and Wit; 
No Age could furniſh out a Pair 
Of Nymphs ſo graceful, wiſe, and fair: 
With half the Luſtre of your Eyes, 
With half your Wit, your Years, and Size. 
And then, before it grew too late, 
How ſhould I beg of gentle Fate, 
(That either Nymph might have lier bla . 
To ſplit my 1. too in twain. 
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n A 


STELL A'S Birth-Day. 
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Written in the Yzar 1720. | 
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A LL Travellers at firſt incline 
Where er they ſee the faireſt Sign; 
And if they fiod the Chambers neat, 
And like the Liquor, and the Meat, 
Will call again, and recommend I 
The Angel Inn to ey'ry Friend: (0) 
What | 


hat 


1 * 
1 YO" ** 
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Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
What though the Painting grows decay'd, 
The Houſe will never loſe its Trade: 
Nay, though the treach'rous Tapſter T homas 
Hangs a new Angel two Doors from us, 

As fine as Dawbers Hands can make it, 

In hopes that Strangers may miſtake it; 

We think it both a Shame and Sin 

To quit the true old Angel- Inn. 


Now, this is Stella's Caſe in fact, 
An Angel's Face, a little crack d; 
(Could Poets, or could Painters fix 
How Angels look at Thirty-ſix +. 
This drew us in at firſt, to find 
In ſuch a Form an Angel's Mind: 


93 


And ev'ry Virtue now ſupplies 


The fainting Rays of Stellas Eyes. 

See, at her Levee crowding Swains;, 
Whom Stella freely entertains, 

With Breeding, Humour, Wit and Senſe; _ 
And puts them to ſo ſmall Expence: 
Their Mind fo plentifully fills, 

And makes ſuch reaſonable Bills ; 

So little gets for what ſhe gives, 

We really wonder how ſhe lives ! . 
And had her Stock been leſs, no doubt, 
She miſt have Jong ago run out. 


Tuxx who can think we'll quit the Place 
When Dol! hangs out a newer Face; 


Or ſtop and light at Cloe Head, 


Wirh Scraps and Leaving to be fed. 


Tux Cloe, fil! go on to prate 
of Thirty-ſix and Thirty-cight: 


94 Poems on ſeveral Occafions. 
Purſue your Trade of Scandal-picking, 
Your Hints, that Stella is no Chicken : 

Your Inuendo's, when you tell us 
That Stella loves to talk with Fellows: 
And let me warn you to believe 

A Truth, for which your Soul ſhould grieve: 

That ſhould you live to ſee the Day 
When Stella's Locks muſt all be grey: 

When Age muſt print a furrow'd Trace 
On ev'ry Feature of her Face; 

Though you, and all your ſenſeleſs Tribe, 
Could Art, or Time, or Nature bribe, 

To make you look like Beauty's Queen, 

And hold for ever at Fifteen; 

No Bloom of Youth can ever blind 
The Cracks and Wrinkles of your Mind: 
All Men of Senſe will paſs your Door, 

And crowd to Sella s at Fourſcore- 


THE 
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T*. Farmer's Gooſe, who · iu the Stuhble, His \ 
Has fed without Reftraint, or Trouble; His C 
Grown fat with Corn and ſitting till, His t 


Can ſcarce get oer the Barn-Door Sill: And Thro 
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And hardly waddles forth, to cool 
Her Belly in the neighb'ring Pool: 
Nor loudly cackles at the Door; 
For Cackling ſhews the Gooſe is poor. 

Bur when ſhe muſt be turn'd to graze, 
And round the barren Common ftrays, 
Hard Exerciſe, and harder Fare, 
Soon make my Lame grow lank and ſpare: 
Her Body light, ſhe tries her Wings, 
And ſcorns the Ground, and upward ſprings, 
While all the Pariſh, as ſhe flies, 
Hear Sounds harmonious from the Skies. 


SUcn is the Poet, freſh in Pay, 
(The third Night's Profits of his Play ;) 
His Morning-Draughts till Noon can ſwill, 
Among his Brethren of the Quill : 

Win good roaſt Beef his Belly full, 

Grown lazy, foggy, fat, and dull: 
Deep ſunk in Plenty, and Delight, 

N What Poet e' er could take his Flight? 

Or ſtuff d with Plilegm up to the Throat, 
"Ik What Poet e er could ſing a Note? 
* * Nor Pegaſus could bear the Load, 
9 Along the high celeſtial Road; 

The Steed, oppreſi d, would break his Girth, 
To raiſe the Lumber from the Earth. 


Bur, view him in another Scene, 
When all his Drink is Hippocrene ; 

His Money ſpent, his Patrons fail, 

His Credit out for Cheeſe and Ale; - 

His two Year's Coat ſo ſmooth and bare, 
Through ev'ry Thread it lets in Air: 


le,. 


And 


With 


98 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
With hungry Meals his Body pin'd, 
His Guts and Belly full of Wind; 
And, like a Jockey for a Race, 
His Fleſh brought down to flying Caſe: 
Now his exalted Spirit loaths 
| Incumbrances of Food and Cloaths ; 
And up he riſes like a Vapour, 
Supported high on Wings of Paper; 
He ſinging flies, and flying ſings, 
While from below all Grub-ſtreet rings. 


. 
Progreſs of BEAU Tv. 


Written in the TEAR 1720. 


8988 —_— —_— — 


— 


— 


* HEN firſt Diana leaves her Bed, 

Vapours and Steams her Looks diſgrace, 
A frowzy dirty- colour d Rd 
Sits on her cloudy wrinkled Face ; 3 


But, by Degrees, when mounted high, 

Her artificial Face appears | 
' Down from her Window in the Sky, W 8 
Her Spots are gone, her Viſage clears, 3 


If 


T 
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'"Twixt earthly Females and the Moon, 
All Parallels exactly run; 
If Celia ſhould appear too ſoon, 
Alas, the Nymph would be undone ! 
Jo ſee her from her Pillow riſe, 
All recking in a cloudy Steam; 
Crack'd Lips, foul Teeth, and gummy Eyes; 
Poor Strephon, how would he blaſpheme | 


Three Colours, Black, and Red, and White, 
So graceful in their proper Place, 
Remove them to a different Light, 
They form a frightful hideous Face. 
For Inftance, when the Lilly skips 
Into the Precincts of the Roſe, 
And takes Poſſeſſion of the Lips, 
Leaving the Purple to the Noſe. 


So, Celia went entire to Bed, 


All her Complexions ſafe and ſound ; 
But, when the roſe, White, Black, and Red, 


The Black, which would not be confin'd, 
A more inferior Station ſeeks, 

Leaving the fiery Red behind, 
And mingles in her muddy Checks. 


But Celia can with Eaſe reduce, 

By Help of Pencil, Paint, and Bruſh, 
Each Colour to its Place and Uſe, 
And teach her Checks again to bluſh. 


—_— Vor. I. K 
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Tho' ſtill in fight, had chang d their Ground. 


58 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions: 


She knows her early ſelf no more; 
But fill'd with Admiration ſtands, 
As other Painters oft adore 
The Workmanſbip of their ocvn Hands. 


Thus, after four important Hours, 
Celia's the Wonder of her Sex: 

Say, which among the heav'nly Powers 

Could cauſe ſuch marvellous Effects: ? 


Fenus, indulgent to her Kind, 

Save Women all their Hearts could wiſh, 
When firſt ſhe taught them where to find 
White Lead and * Luſitanian Diſh, 
Love with white Lead cements his Wings; 

White Lead was ſent us to repair 
Two brighteft, brittleſt, earthly Things, 
A Lady's Face, and China-Ware. 


She ventures now to liſt the Saſh, 
The Window is her proper Sphere : 
Ah, lovely Nymph! be not too raſh, 
Nor let the Beaux approach too near. 
Take Pattern by your Siſter Star; | 
Delude at once, and bleſs our Sight ; 
When you are ſeen, be ſeen from far ; 
And chiefly chuſe to ſhine by Night. 
But, Art no longer can prevail, | 
When the Materials all are gone; 
The beſt Mechanick Hand muſt fail, 
Where nothing's left ro work upon. 


| Matter, 


— 


— n 
— — — 


* Portugal. 


ſatter, 
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Matter, as wiſe Logicians ſay, 
Cannot without a Form ſubſiſt; 

And Form, ſay I as well as they, 
Muſt fail, if Matter brings no Griſt. 


And this is fair Diana's Caſe ; 
For all Aſtrologers maintain, 

Each Night, a Bit drops off her Face, 
When Mortals fay ſhe's in her Wane? 

While Partrige wiſely ſhews the Cauſe 
Efficient, of the Moon's Decay, 


| That Cancer with his pois'nous Claws, 


Attacks her in the milky Way. 


But Cadbury, in Art profound, 

From her pale Cheeks pretends to ſhow, 
That Swain Endymion is not ſound ; 

Or elſe, that Mercury's her bs. 


| But, let the Cauſe be what it will, 


In half a Month ſhe looks fo thin, 
That Flamftead can, with all his Skill, 
See but her Forehead and her Chin. | 


Yet, as ſhe waſtes, ſhe grows diſcreet, 
Till Midnight never ſhews her Head: 


So rotting Celia ſtroles the Street, 
When ſober Folks are all a- bed. 


For ſure if this be Luna's Fate, 
Poor Celia, but of mortal Race, 
In vain expects a longer Date 
To the Materials of ber Face. 


When Mercury her Treſſes mows, 

To think of black | Lead Combs is vain ; 
No Painting can reſtore a Noſe, 

Nor will her Tecth return again. 
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100 wb on ſeveral Occaſions. 
Te Pow'rs, who over Love preſide ! 

Since Mortal Beauties drop ſo ſoon, 

If you would have us well ſupply'd, 5 
Send us new Nymphs with each nem Moon. 


5 


E. ; E 1 
On the much lamented Death 


of Mr. Demar, the famous rich 
Uſurer, who died the Sixth 


of 7. Ang. 


— 


. — 


. N 
4 ——_—. 


D in the Year 17 720. 


W 


„ M.A. 


Kow ui Hen by tbeſe Preſents, Death the Tamer 
By Mortgage hath ſecur'd the-Corps of Demar ; 

Nor can four Hundred Thouſand Sterling Poumd, 

Redeem him from his Priſen under Ground, 

His Heirs might well, of all his Wealth 7 

Beſtow to bury him one Iron Cheſt. | 

Platrs the God of Wealth, will joy to know 

His faithful Steward, in the Shades below. 

He walk'd the Streets, and wore a thread bare Cloak; 

He din'd and ſup'd at Charge of other Folk; 

And by his Looks, had he held out his Palms, 

He might be thought an Object fit for Alms 

So, to the Poor if he refus'd his Pelf, 

He us d em full as kindly as himſelf. 


Wurz 
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Wurz he went he never ſaw his Betters ; 
Lords, Knights and Szuires, were * his humble 

Debtors; 
And under Hand and Seal, the 190 Nation 
Were forc'd to own to him their Obligation. 


He that cou'd once have half a Kingdom Wee 
In half a Minute is not worth a Groat; 
His Coffers from the Coffin could not five, 
Nor all his Int reſt keep him from the Grave. 
A golden Monument would not be right, 
Becauſe we wiſh the Earth upon him light. 


Ou London Tavern! Thou haſt loſt a F riend, 
Tho' in thy Walls he ne'er did Farthing er 
He touch' d the Pence when others tauch'd the Pot; 
The Hand that fign'd the Mortgage paid the Shot. 
Or p as he was, no vulgar known Diſeaſe 
On him could ever boaſt a Power to feize; 
Bur as his Gold he weigh'd, grim Death in ſpight, 
Caſt in his Dart, which made three Moydores light; 
And as he ſaw his darling Movey fail, 
Blew his laſt Breath to fink the lighter Scale, 


He, who ſo long was current, *twould be ſtrange 
If he ſhou'd now be cry d down ſince his Change. 


Tux Sexten ſhall green Sods on thee. below: . 
Alas the Sexton is thy Banter now! 
A diſmal Banter muſt that Barker be, 
Who gives no Bills, but of ny: 
Cloak 


The EPITAPH. 


B. ENE Ad H this erden: Elilock lies: 
Demar the Wealthy, andthe Wife. H.. 


10 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
Mis Heirs, that he might ſafely reſt, 

Dave put bis. Carcaſs in a Cheſt ; 

Ie very Cheſt, in ich \ they ſay,.. 

Di other Self, bis . lay. 
Lind if bis Heirs continue kind 
Tathat dear Self be left lebind, 
Fahre believe, that Four in { ive 
ill think bis better Self alive. 


To $ TE L L A, COP coll 
ed and tranſcribed his Poems. 


—_—__ 
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Written in he Year 1720. 


Ab: 8 when a lofty Pile is rais'd, 

We never hear the Workmen prais'd, 
Who bring the Lime, or place the A 
But all admire Inigo Jenes 

So if this Pile of ſcatter'd Rhymes 

Should be approv'd in After - times; 

If it both pleaſes and endures, 

The Merit and the Praiſe are yours. 


'Trov Stella, wert no longer young, 
When ſirſt for thee my Harp I ſtrung: 
Withdut one Word of Gupid's Darts, 
Of killing Eyes, or bleeding Hearts: 
With Friendſhip and Eſteem poſſeſt, 
Luc'er admitted Love a Gueſt, 
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I In all the Habitydes of Life, 
The Friend, the Miſtreſs, and the Wife, 
Variety we ſtill purſue, . 

In Pleaſure ſeek for ſomething new: 

Or elſe, comparing with the reſt, 

Take Comfort, that our own is beſt: 
(The beft we value by the worſt, 
As Tradeſmen ſhew their Traſh at firſt 3 
But his Purſuits are at an End, | 
Whom Stella chuſes for a Friend... 

A Poer, ſtarving in a Garret, 
Conning old Topicks like a Parrot, 
Invokes his Miftreſs and his Muſe, 

And ſtays at home for want of Shoes: 
Should but his Muſe deſcending drop 

A Slice of Bread, and Mutton-Chop, 

Or kindly. when his Credit's out, 
Surprize. him with a Pint of * Stout; 

Or patch his broken Stocking Soals; 

Or ſend him in a Peck of Coals; 

Exalted in his mighty Mind: 

He flies, and leaves the Stars behind ;. 
Counts all his Labours amply paid, 
Adores her for the timely Aid. 


Ona, ſhould a Porter make Enquiries. 

For Chloe, Sylvia, Phillis, Iris; 

Be told the Lodging, Lane, and Sign, 

The Bow'rs that hold thoſe Nymphs divine; 
Fair Chloe would perhaps be found 

With Footmen tippling under Ground; 


1 


— 
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A Cant Word for Strong-Beey. 
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The charming S via beating Flax, 
Her Shoulders mark'd with bloody Tracks; 
Bright Phillis mending ragged Smocks ; 
And radiant [ris in the Pox. 


Tusk are the Goddeſſes enroll'd 
In Curls Collections, new and old, 


Whoſe ſcoundrel Fathers would not know em, 


If they ſhould meet em in a Poem. 


Tavus Poets can depreſs and raiſe; | 
Are Lords of Infamy. and Praiſe : 
They are not ſcurrilous in Satire, 

Nor will in Panegyrick flatter. 

Unjuſtly Poets we aſperſe;,, 
"Truth ſhines the brighter, clad in Verſe : 
And all the Fiftions they purſue, 

Do but inſinuate what is true. 


Now, ſhould my Praiſes owe their Truth 


To Beauty, Dreſs, or Paint, or Youth, 
What Stoicks call avithout our Power ; 
They could not be inſur'd an Hour: 
Twere grafting on an anmual Stock, 
That muſt our Expectation mock, 
And making one luxuriant Shoot, 
Die the next Fear for want of Root: 
Before I could my Verſes bring, 
Perhaps you're quite another Thing. 
So Mevins, when he drain'd his Skull 
To celebrate ſome Suburb Trull ; _ 
His. Similies in Order ſer, 1D 
And cy'ry Crambo he could get; 
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Had gone through all the common Places, 
Worn out by Wits who rhyme on Faces; 
Before he could his Poem cloſe, 
The lovely Nymph had oft her Noſe. 


Your Virtues ſafely I commend; 
They on no Accidents depend : 
Let Malice look with all her Eyes, 
She dares not ſay the Poet yes. 


STELLA, when you theſe Lines tranſcribe; 
Leſt you ſhould take them for a Bribe; 
Reſoly'd to mortify your Pride, 

Ill here expoſe your weaker Side: | 

 Yovun Spirits kindle to a Flame, 
| Moy'd with the lighteſt Touch of Blame ; 
And when a Friend in Kindneſs tries | 

To ſhew you where your Error lies, 

Conviction does but more incenſe; 

Perverſeneſs is your whole Defence : 

Truth, Judgment, Wit, give Place to Spight,, 

Regardlefs both of Wrong and Right. 

Your Virtues, all ſuſpended, wait 

Till Time hath open'd Reaſon's Gate: 

And what is worſe, your Paſſion bends 

Its Force againſt your neareſt Friends; 
Which Manners, Decency, and Pride, 

Have taught you from the World to hide. 

In vain; for ſee, your Friend hath brought 

To publick Light your only Fau't; 

And yet a Fault we often find 

Mix'd in a noble generous Mind; 

And may compare to Zina Fire, 


Which, the? with Trembling, all dire; 
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The Heat that makes the Summit glow, 

Enriching all the Vales below. 

"Thoſe who in warmer Climes complain, 

From Phebus' Rays they ſuffer Pain; 

Muſt own, that Pain is largely paid 

By gen'rous Wines beneath a Shade. 

Far when I find your Paſſions riſe, 

And Anger ſparkling in your Eyes, 

I grieve thoſe Spirits ſhould be ſpent, 

For nobler Ends by Nature meant. 

One Paſſion, with a diff rent Turn, 

Makes Wit inflame, or Anger burn; 

So the Sun's Heat, by different Pow'rs, 

Ripens the Grape, the Liquor ſours. 

Thus Ajax, when with Rage poſſeſt, 
By Pallas breath'd into his Breaſt, 

His Valour would no more employ, 


Which might alone have conquer'd Trey; 


But blinded by Reſentment, ſecks 
For Vengeance on his Friends the Greeks. 
Tov think this Turbulence of Blood 
From ſtagnating preſerves the Flood; 
Which thus fermenting, by Degrees 
Exalts the Spirits, ſinks the Lees. | 


' STELL A, for once you reaſon wrong; 


For ſhould this Ferment laſt too long, 
By Time ſubſiding, you may find 
Nothing but Acid left behind: 

From Paſſion you may then be freed, 
When Peeviſhneſs and Spleen ſucceed. 


| Say Stella, when. you copy next, 
Will you keep ſtrictly to the Text? 


Dare 

And tc 
Or if 
Shall t 
W hen 
They“ 


— 
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Dare you let theſe Reproaches ſtand, 
And to your Failing ſet your Hand ? 

Or if theſe Lines your Anger fire, 
Shall they in baſer Flames expire? 
Whene'er they burn, if burn they muſt, 
They'll prove my Accuſation juſt, 


— 


| Apollo to the DEAN. 


n 


Written in the Year 1720. 2 


 Icur Truſiy, and ſo forch ws let * to 
know, 
We are very ill us'd by you Mortals below. 
For firſt, I have often by Chymiſts been told, 
Tho' I know nothing on't, it is I that makes Gold, 
Which when you have got, you ſo carefully hide ir, 
That ſince I was born, I hardly have ſpy'd it. 
Then it muſt be allow'd, that whenever I ſhine, 
I forward the Graſs, and I ripen the Vine; 
To me the good Fellows apply for Relief, 
Without whom they could get neither Clare?, nor 
-.: f 
Yet their Wine and their victuals cheſe Curmud- 
geon Lubbards, 
Lock up from my Sight, i in Cellars and Capboards 


Thar 


| 108 Poems OR fe ever al Occaſions. 


I alone can inſpire the poetical Croud : 

This is gratefully own'd by each Boy in the College, 

| Whom it I inſpire, it is not to my Knowledge. 
This ev'ry Pretender to Rhime will admit, 


And as for their Works, when I pleaſe I may res 1 
And the Titles I view, when I ſhine on the Walls. 


Whom I, for your Sake, love better than any, 


To the Deanary-Houſe, and on the North Glaſs, 


That I have an ill Eye, they wickedly think, 
And taint all their Meat, and ſow'r all their Drink 
But thirdly and laſtly, it muſt be allow d. 


Without troubling his Head abour J udgment ; f 


Wit. The 

Theſe Gentlemen uſe me with Kindneſs ws Free- Dir. 
dom, | | 5 

ut 


'em: E | 
They like open on purpoſe on Counters and Stalls, : 


But a Comrade of yours, that Traitor Delany, 


And of my mere Motion and ſpecial good Grace, 
Intended in Time to ſucceed in your Place; 

On Tueſday the Tenth ſeditiouſly came, 

With a certain falſe Taireſs, one Ste!la by Name, 


Where for fear of the Cold I never can pas 


Then and there, Ji Armis, with a certain Utenfl Ar 
Of Value five Shillings, in ZEzgliÞ a Pencil, I'll 
Did maliciouſly, falſly, and trait rouſly write; Bu 
Whilſt Stella aforeſaid food by with a Light. I t 
My Siſter has lately depos'd upon Oath, M 
Tha ſhe ſtopt in her Courſe to look at them both: At 


That Stella was helping, abetting and aiding, 
And ftill as he writ, ſtood ſmiling and reading; 


TELE - 
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3 That her Eyes were as bright as my ſelf at Noon- 
Drink ay, | 
But her graceful black Locks were mingled with 
grey. 
Jolleg And by the Beſeription I certainly know, 
e. 'Tis the Nymph that I courted ſome ten Years ago: 


Who, when I with the beſt of my Talents endu'd 
On her Promiſe. of yielding; ; ſhe acted the Prude. 
That ſome Verſes were writ with felonieus Intent, 
Direct to the North, where I never went; | 
That the Letters appcar'd reverſe thro the Pane, 
But i in Stella's bright Eyes they were plac'd _— | 
: _” | 
AF Wherein the diſtinctly could read ery Line, 4 
Walls. And preſently gueſs d the Fancy was mine. 

© I Now you fee, why his Verſes fo ſeldom are ſnewn; 


9 The Reaſon is plain, they're none of his own; 

Ys And obſerve while you live, that no Man is ſhy 

1 To diſcover the Goods, he came honeſtly by. 

| If I light on a Thought, he'll certainly ſteal it, 

2 And when he has got it, find Ways to conceal it; 

W Of all the fine Things he keeps in the Dark, 

8 There's ſcarce one in Ten, but what has wy 

nH „ 

Utenſil, And let them be fore by the World if he dare,. - 

I'll make it appear, they are all ſtolen Ware. 

ite; But as for the Poem he writ on your Saſh, 

u. I think-I have now got him under my Laſh ; 

My Siſter tranſcrib'd ir laſt Night to his Sorrow, 

n both ; Aud the Publick ſhall ſee'ry if I live till To- mor- 

g. row | ES 

ling ; * 
W Thex! 
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Thro' the Zodinck around, it mall quickly be 
5 ſpread 
In all Parts of the Globe, where your — is 
read. 
He knows very well, I ne'er gave « Refuſal, 
When he ask'd for my Aid in the Forms that are 
uſual: e e 
But the Secret is this. I did lately intend 
To write a few Verſes on you, as my Friend: 
I ſtudied a Fortnight, before I could find, 3 
As I rode in my Chariot, a Thought to my Mind, 
And reſolv'd the next Winter, (for that is my Time, 3 
When the Days are at ſhorteſt,) to get it in Rhime; | 
Till then it was lock'd in my Box at Parnaſſus: 
When that ſubtil Companion, in Hopes to ſurpaſs 
Conveys out my Paper of Hints by a Trick, 
(For I think, in my Conſcience, he deals with old 
| Nick.) | 
Ard from my own Stock provided with Topicks, 
He gets to a Window beyond both the Tropicks ; 
There out of my Sight, juſt againſt the North Zone, 
Writes down my Conceits, and calls them his own; 
And you, like a Cully, the Bubble can ſwallow : 
| Now, who but Delany that writes like Apollo? 
High Treaſon by Statute. But here you ohject, 
He only ſtole Hints, but the Verſe is correct. 
Tho' the Thought be Apollo 8s, tis finely expreſs'd; 
So a Thief ſteals my Horſe, and has him well 
dreſfs'd. 
Nov, whereas the ſaid Criminal ſeems paſt Re- 
pentance, 
We Plæbos think fit to proceed to the Sentence ; 
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Since Delany bas dar'd, like Prometheus his Sire, 
To climb to our Region, and thence to ſteal Fire ; 
We order a Vulture in Shape of the Spleen, 
To prey on his Liver, but not to be ſeen. 
And we order our Subjects of ev'ry Degree, 
To believe all his Verſęs were written by me: 
And, under the Pain of our higheſt Diſpleaſure, 


ſare. 
And laſtly, for Stella juſt out of her Prime, 
I'm too much reveng'd. already by Time. 
In return to her Scorn, 1 ſent her Diſeaſes, | 
But will now be her Friend, whenever ſhe pleaſes. 
And the Gifts I beſtow'd her will find her a Lover, 


Tho' the lives to be grey as a Badger all over. 


— 


* = _w_ 1 


T his Poem was forme Years ago, and it 47 
ſeem by the late Failure of #«v0 Bankers to be ſomo- 
c ft to be re- 


* 


ne Run upon the Bankers. 


— 1 


Written in the Y'zar 1720. 


— —— 
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I. 
E bold Encroachers on the Deep, 
Gain by Degrees huge Tracts of Land, 
Till Neptune with one gen ral Sweep, 
Turns all again to barren Strand. 
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To call nothing his, but the Nhime and the Mer 
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"A II. 
The Multitude's capricious Pranks 
Are ſaid to repreſent; the Seas; 
Breaking the Bankers and the Banks, 
Re ſume their own hene er they pleaſe. 
III. 
Money, the Life-blood of the Nation, 
Corrupts and ſtagnates in the — 
Vnleſs a proper Circulation 
Its Motion and its Heat maintains. 
EY IV. 
| Becauſe th lordly not to pay, 
| Quakers and Aldermen, in State, 
Like Peers have Lewes ey'ry Day 
Of Duns attending art their Gate. 
Kd V. 
Me want our Money on the Nail; 
Fhe Banker's ruin'd if he pays; 
They ſeem to act an ancient Tale, 
Tune Birds are met to ſtrip the Jays. 
VI. 
Riches, the wiſeſt Monarch ſings, 
Male Pinians for themſelves to fly e 
They fly like Bats, on Parithment Wings, 
And Geeſe their Silver Plumes ſupply. 
\ 
No TEL left for ſquand* ring Heirs! 
+ Bills turn the Lenders into Debtors ; 
The With of Nero now is theirs, 
That they bad never known their Letters, 


Pleas an ſeveral Our e. 
__ vt 
Conceive the Works of Midnight Hagy,. 
= Tormenting Fools behind their Backs; 
S Thus Bankers o'er their Bills and Bags - 
Sit ſqueezing Image: of Wax. 
NK. 
Conceive the whole Enchantment biokes. | 
The Witches left in open Air, 
With Pow'r no more than other Folk, 
Expo d with all their Magick Ware, 
: X. 
| $6 pow'rful ave f Banker's Bills 
= Where Creditors demand their Due: 
They break up Counter, Doors, and Til le, 
And leave the empty Cheſto in View. 
Thus when an Earthquake lets in Lighe 
Upon the God of Gold and Hell, 
Unable to endure the Sight, : 
He hide: within his darkeſt Cell. m0 
XII... | 
A when v Conprer takes a Leaſe 


From Satan for a Term of Near, 
The Tenant's in a diſmal Caſe 


. the TY FR GRID. - 


; XIII. 
Abaited Banker thus deſponds, 
From his own Hand foreſces his Fall; 4 
They have his Soul who have his 8 
Tis like the Vriting on the Mall. 


Sts. 
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How will the Caitif Wretch be ſtar d 
When firſt he finds himſelf awake 


At the laſt Trumpet, unprepar'd, | 
And all his Grand Account to make? 


For in that univerſal Call | 
Few Bankers will to Heav'n be Mounters; 4 
They'll cry, Ye Shops pon ws fall, 
Conceal, and cover ws, Ze Counters, 
XVI. 
When Other Hands the Scales mall hold, 
And They in Men and Angels Sight. 
 Producd with all their Bills and Gold, 
Weigh in the Ballance, and found light: 


— —_— —— —_— — 
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E ROUR K's noble Fare * 
| 4 Will ne'er be forgot, 

y By thoſe who were there, 


Or thoſe who were not. 


Oe, — ——  - 
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His Revels to keep, 

We ſup and we dine, 
On ſeven Score Sheep, 

Fat Bullocks and Swine; 
Uſquebagh to our Feaft 
In Pails was brought up, 
An Hundred at leaft, 
And a * Madder our Cup. 


do there is the Sport, 


1 We riſe with the Light, 
n diſorderly Sort, 
; From ſnoring all Night, 
Oh how was I trick't, 
= My Pipe it was broke, 
= My Pocket was pickt, 
; I loſt my new Cloak. 
I'm rifled, quoth Nell, 
© Of Mantle and + Kercher,. 
= Why then fare them well. ; 
= The Deel take the Searcher. 
Come, Harper, ſtrike up, 

But firſt by your Favour, x 
Boy, give us a Cup; 

Ay, this has ſome Savour :- 
O Rourk's jolly Boys 

Ne'er dream't of the Matter, 
Till rowz'd by the Noiſe, . 

And muſical Clatter, 


* Woeden Veſſel. 
+ Handkerchief, 


—CG{ 


They bounce from their Neſt; . 

No longer will'tarry, , 
| They riſe ready dreft, 
Without one Aue Miry: 
They dance in a Round, 

Cutting Capers and Rampingy:. | 
A Mercy the Ground 
Did not burſt with aheir Qampings.. 
The Floor is all wet 


With Leaps and with Jumps, - 
While the — and Sweat, 


Spliſh, ſplaſh in their Þ 
Ble you late and early, 


Shake it down: to the "PE 
Then over us ſpread, . 

The winnowing Sheet. 

To ſhow, I don't flinch, 

Fill the Bowl up again, 

Then give us a Pinch | 
Of your Sneczing ; + 4 Ta. 

Good Lord, what a Sight, 

| Aﬀeer all their good Cheer, 

For People to fight 

In the Midſt of their Beer: 


be Name Aer Iriſh {omen 
* Another Name for « 4 man. 


ey. 


They riſe from their Feaſt, 
And hot are their Brains; 
A Cubit at leaſt 


The Length of their * Skeans. 


What Stabs and what Cuts, 
What clatt'ring of Sticks, 
What Strokes on the Guts, 
What Baſtings and Kicks! 
With Cudgels of Oak, 
Well harden'd in Flame, 


Inn hundred Heads broke, 


An hundred ſtruck lame. 
You Churle, I'll maintain 
My Father built Last, 
The Caftle of Slain, 

And Carrickdrumrusk : 
The Earl of Kildare, 

And Moynalta, his Brother, 
As great as they are, 

I was nurs'd by their Mother: 
Ask that of old Madam, 

She U tell you who's who, 


As far up as Adam, 


She knows it is true; 
If Cudgels are ſtarce, 
A Blow on the Weam, 
Or a Kick on the A=—ſe. 


——ü—ü— . * 
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$ Daggers, or ſbort Suvrdi. 


118 Poems on ſeveral Orcaſſons. 


— - 


| — — . ů— 


—  — — — £4. 6 4 


The * having cd oth, ** the Pes- : 
Ireland to wear their own ManufaBtures, « 

Bi ecution was ſet on Fot againſt Waters the Prin- 
ter thereof, which was carried on with ſo much Vic. 
lence, that one W hitſhed, then Chief Juſtice, thought 
proper, in a Manner the moſt extraordinary, to keep 
Abbe Grand Jury above tet elde Hours, and to ſend them 1 
eleven Times out of Court, until he had wearied them 3 
inte a — Ve. 


AN 


Excellent new: SONG 08 4. 
ditious Pampbles. 


5 


vn 7; the Tune — 2 
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Wannen i in the Vaan 1 1520. 


Rocavo's, and 8 and Tabbies, and 
Gawſes, 


Are by Robert Ballentine lately brought over; 
With Forty Things more ; Now hear what the 
Law ſays, 
Whoc'er will not wear dam, 4 js not the King's 
„„ 


Tho ; 
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Tho? a Printer and Dean | 
 Sedirioufly mean = 

Our true Trib Hearts from old England to wean; 
Fell buy Engliſh Silks for our Wires and our 


res, a 

Prin- Daughters, 

5 Vio In Spight of his Deanſhip and Journeyman M arert. 
ought 1 5 


In England the Dead in Woollen are clad, 

= The Dean and his Printer then let us cryFye on; 

Jo be cloath'd like a Carcaſs would make a Teague 
mad, 

Since a living Dog better is than a dead Lyon, 

Our Wives they grow ſullen, 

At wearing of Woollen, e 

And all we poor Shopkeepers muft our Horns 
pull in. 

hen we'll * Engli % Silks, Sc. 


III. 
hoever our Trading with England would hinder, 
To infleme both the Nations do plainly conſpire; 
dccauſe [riſb Linen will ſoon turn to Tinder ; 
And Wool it is greaſy, and quickly takes Fire, 
m—_— Therefore I aſſure ye, 
Our noble Grand Jury, 

When they ſaw the Dean's Book they were in a 
great Fury: 


hey would buy E Silks for cheir Wives, Se. 


| owt SAT i TRES ena 
n eee eee ee 


IV. 
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N This wicked Rogue Waters, who always is ſinning, 
And before Corum Nobus ſo oft has been call'd, 
Henceforward ſhall print neither Pamphlets nor 


Linnen, 
And, if Swearing can do , ſhall be ſwingingly : 
| mawPd : =_ , 
And as for the Dean, Na 
You know whom I mean, = Hy 
If the Printer will peach him, be ll ſcarce come He 
off clean. N He 
Then we'll buy Engl Sflks for our Wives _ = 
dcdur Daughters, = Nc 
In Spight o of his n eee, Water De 
_ Ye 
5 3 Fre 
T H E At 
W. 
Author upon Himſelif 2 
To 
Written in the Naas 173 z- 5 
or RT LET His 
A few of the Lines were wixthe in the 0 y ſa 
"AY 4 a 7 of the Author fron 22 2 
2 280 * - * * * * 
* | * * * 
272777872 25 a 
Fav old i —_— Q. Adr 
A crazy * and a J Royal Prude. 2» 


— 
2 


Dr Sharpe Archbiſbe York. 
J Her late M—y. E 
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By dull Divines, who look with envious Eyes, 
On ev'ry Genius that attempts to riſe ; 
rd, And pauſing o'er a Pipe, with doubtful Nod, 
nor Give Hints, that Poets ne er believe in God. 
30, Clowns on Scholars as on Wizards look, 

And take a Folio for a conj'ring Book. 


had the Sin of Wit no venial Crime; 
Nay, *twas affirm'd, he ſometimes dealt in Rhime: 
= Humour, and Mirth, had Place in all he writ: 
He reconcil'd Divinity and Wit. 

He mov'd, and bow'd, and talk't with too much 
Gans: z | 

Nor ſhew'd the Parſon i in his Gait or Face; 3 
Deſpis'd luxurious Wines, and coſtly Meat; 
Vet, ſtill was at the Tables of the Great. 
Frequented Lords; ſav thoſe that ſaw the Queen: 
Art * Child's or Truby* s never once had been; 
: Where Town and Country Vicars flock in Tribes, 
(eli Sccur'd by Numbers from the Lay-men's Gibes; 

And deal in Vices of the graver Sort, 

Tobacco, Cenſure, Coffee, Pride, and Port. 


Bur, after ſage Monitions from his Friends, 


ing, 


r His Talents to employ for nobler Ends; 
01 * To better Judgments willing to ſubmit, 
_ He turns to Politicks his dang'rous Wit. 


And now, the publick Int'reſt to ſupport, - 

By Harley invited comes to Court. 

| In Favour grows with Miniſters of State; 

Admitted private, when Superiors wait : 
wo > M . Ando 
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SF 1 Coffee-bouſ and Tavern near 05 Paul- ip much 
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And, Harley, not aſham'd his Choice to own, 
Takes him to Windſor in his Coach, alone. 


At Windſor . no ſooner can appear, 
But, * Sr. John comes and whiſpers in his Ear; 


The Waiters ſtand in Ranks; the Yeomen cry, 


Alale Room; as if a Duke were paſſing by. 


No + Finch alarms the Lords; he hears for 
certain, 
This dang'rous Prieſt is got behind the Curtain: 
Finch, fam'd for tedious Elocution, proves 


That S— oils many a Spring which Harley moves. 


J e and 4y/laby, to clear the Doubt, 
Inform the Commons, that the Secret's out: 


n A certain Doctor is obſery'd of late, 
% To haunt a certain Miniſter of State: 
© From whence, with half an Eye we may diſcover, 

« The Peace is made, and Perkin muſt come over. 


York is from Lambeth ſent, to ſhew the Queen 
A dang*rous Treatiſe writ againſt the Spleen; 
Which by the Style, the Matter, and the Drift, 


Tis thought could be the Work of none but S. 


Poor York! the harmlefs Tool of others Hate; 
+ He ſues for Pardon, and repents too late. 
STIR Cn ; Now, 


> A 


* Then Secretary f State, now Lord Bolingbroke, 
the moſt univerſal Genius in Europe. 
+ Late Earl of Nottingham, who made a Speech in 
the Houſe of Loras againſt the Author. 
J T hoſe two made Speeches in the Houſe of Commons 
ainft the Author, although the latter profeſſed much 


ag 
Fienqſbip for bim. 


+ [It is known that bis Grace ſent a Meſſage to the 
Author, to deſire bis Pardon, and that be was very ſor- 
ry for what be bad ſaid and done. 


es. 
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Now. her Vengeance vows 
On $—s Reproaches for her — —— ; 
From her red Locks her Mouth with Venom fills ; 
And thence into the Royal Ear inſtills. 
The Q— inceng, his Services forgot, 
Leaves him a Victim to the vengeful Scot : 
Now, chrough the Realm a * Proclamation ſpread, 
To fix a Price on his devoted Head. 
While innocent, he ſcorns ignoble Flight; 


: His watchful Friends preſerve him by a Sleight, 


By Harlsy's Favour once again he ſhines ; 


Is now careſs't by Candidate Divines ; 


Who change Opinions with tie changing Scene : 


Lord! how were they miſtaken in the Dean! 


Now, J Delawere again familiar grows; 

And, in 's Ear thruſts half his powder'd Noſe. 

ny The Scottiſþ Nation, whom he durſt offend, 

Again apply that & would be their Friend; | 
By Faction tir'd, with Grief he waits a while, 

His great contending Friends to reconcile. 


Per- 


1 


7 . 


— 


* The W was againſt the Author of 4 
Pamphlet, called, The ablick Spirit of the Whigs, 
againſt which the 1 Lords complained. 

J Lerd Delawere, then Treaſurer of the Houſbold, 
ways careſſing the Authoy at Court + But during the 
Tryal of the Printers before the Houſe of Lords, and 
while the Proclamation bung over the Author, bis Lord- 
Hip would nt ſeem to know him, till the Danger WAS paſte 

* The Scotch Lords treated and viſited the Aut 
more after the Proclamation than before, except the D. of 

-e, who would never be reconciled. 
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Performs what Friendſhip, Juſtice, Truth require : 
What could he more, but decently retire ? | 


— 


Fa 


I The Author retired to a Friend in Berkſhire, ten 
Weeks before the Do died; and never ſaw the Mini - 
fry w_ | 


* — 


In enen ESS. 


17 ritten * r the os Abe's coming to to live i in Ireland, 
— —— 2 1714. 


— 


1 true. — then why ſhould I repine, 
To ſee my Life ſo faſt decline? 
But, why obſcurely here alone? 
Where I am neither lov'd nor known. 
My State of Health none care to learn; 
My Life is here no Soul's Concern. 
And, thoſe with whom I now converſe, 
Without a Tear will tend my Herſe. 
Remov'd from kind A4rbathnot's Aid, 
Who knows his Art but not his Trade; 
Preferring his Regard for mc 
Before his Credit or his Fee, 
Some formal Viſits, Looks, and Words, 
What meer Humanity affords, 
I meet perhaps "i three or four, 
From whom I once expected more ; 


Which 
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Which thoſe who tend the Sick for Pay, 

Can act as decently as they. | 
Bot, no obliging, tender Friend 

ro help at my approaching End, 

My Life is now a Burthen grown 

To others, c'er it be my own. 

= Ys formal Weepers for the Sick, 

n your laſt Offices be quick: 

And ſpare my abſent Friends the Grief 

ro hear, yet give me no Relief; 

& Expir'd To-day, entomb'd To morrow, 
When known, will ſare a doubic Sorrow. + 


| F* the Fart fOx Oxford, late Lord 


Treaſur er. Sent to him when 


le was in the Tower, before 
bis — 


Out of Horace. 


Written in the Y EAR I7 16. 


P 


OW bleſt is he, who for his Country dies; 
Since Death par! ſues the Coward as he en 
The Youth, in vain, would fly from Fate's Attack, 
Wich trembling Knees, and Terror at his Back; 


M 2 ” Though 
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85 Though Fear ould lend him Pinions like the 


1 Yet ſwifrer Fate will . him i behind. 


Nor ſtoops to take the Staff, nor lays it down, 


Within our Breaſt be ev'ry Secret barr'd : 


Left with the Wicked, Heaven involve the Juſt? 
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| Wind, 


vn rx repuls't, yet . not to repine; ; 
But ſhall with unattainted Honour ſhine ; 


Juſt as the Rabble pleaſe to ſmile or frown. 


Vixrvs, to crown her Fav'rites, loves to try 1 
Some new unbeaten Paſſage to the Sky; 


Where Jobe a Scat among the Gods will give. _— Fu 
To thoſe whe die, for — to live. = ID 


Nxxr, faithful Silence hath a * Reward: 


He who betrays his Friend, ſhall never be Y 
Under one Roof, or in ene Ship with me. 
For, who with Traytors would his Safety truſt, 


And, though the Villain ſcape a while, he feels 
Slow Vengeance, like a Blood-hound at his Heels. 


UPON 


oN 
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UPON THE 
 South-Sea mer. 


— 


= "Wrinen in the Year 1721. 


you wiſe PhiloGophere! Explin, 
What Magick makes our Money riſe, 
When dropt into the Southern Main; 


Or do theſe Jugglers cheat our Eyes? 
Put in your Money fairly told 
_ Preſto be gone — Tis here agen: 
Ladies and Gentlemen, behold, 
Here's ev'ry Piece as big as Ten: 
Thus in a Bafin. drop a Shilling, 
Then fill the Veſſel to the Brim; 


Lou ſhall obſerve, as you are filling, 


The pond'rous Metal ſeems to fim: 


It riſes both in Bulk and Height, 


Behold it ſwelling like a Sop! 


| The liquid Medium cheats your Sight; 


Behold it mounted to the Top! 


In Stock three Hundred' Thouſand Pounds; 
I have in view a Lord's Eſtate; 

My Manors all contiguous round; 

A Coach and Six, and ſery'd in Plate! 
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Thus the deluded Bankrupt raves ; 

Puts all upon a defp'rate Bet; 

Then plunges in the Southern Waves, 
Dipt over Head and Ears——in Debt. 

So, by a Calenture miſled, 

The Mariner with Rapture ſees, 


On the ſmooth Ocean's azure Bed, 


Enamel'd Fields, and verdant Trees. 


With eager Haſte he longs to rove 
In that fantaſtick Scene, and thinks 


Ir muſt he ſome enchanted Grove; 


And in he leaps, and don he linke. 


Fire Hundred Chariots juſt beſpoke, 


Are ſunk in theſe devouring Waves, 


The Horſes drown'd, the Harneſs broke, 


And here the Owners fand their Graves. 


Like Pharaoh, by Directors led; 
They, with their Spoils went ſafe before; 


His Chariots, tumbling out the Dead, 


Lay ſhatter'd on the Rea-Sea Shore. 


Rais d up on Hope's aſpiring Plumes, 


The young Advent'rer o'er the Deep | 
An Eagle's Flight and State aſſumes, 
And ſcorns the middle Way to keep. 


On Paper Wings he takes his Flight, 


With Wax the Father bound them faſt; 
The Wax is melted by the Height, 
And down the tow'ring Boy is caſt. 


Poems on ſevera ] Occaſſons. 
A Moraliſt might here explain 
S The Raſhneſs of the Cretan Youth; 
Z Deſcribe his Fall into the Main, 

And from a Fable form a Truth. 


His Wings are his paternal Rent, 
= He melts the Wax at ev'ry Flame; 
His Credit ſunk, his Money ſpent, 
= An Southern Seas be leaves bis Name. 
Inform us, you that beſt ean tell, 
© Why in yon dang'rous Gulph profound, 
Where Hundreds, and where Thouſands fel, 
* Fools chiefly float, the Fife are drown'd > | 
So nave I ſeen from Severn's Brink 
A Flock of Geeſe jump down together; 
Swim where the Bird of Fove would fink, 
And ſwimming never wet a Feather. 
One Fool may from another win, 
And then get off with Mency ftor'd ; 
But if a Sharper once comes in, 
He throws at all, and ſweeps the Board. 
As Fiſhes on each other prey, 
Phe great Ones ſwallowing up the ſmall; 
So fares it in the Southern Sea; 
But, Whale DireFors cat up all. 


When Stock is high, they come between, 


Making by ſecond hand their Offers; 
Then mule retire unſeen, 


With each a. Million i in his Coffers. 
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So when upon a Moon ſhine Night, 
An Aſs was drinking at a Stream; 


A Cloud aroſe, and ftopt the Light, 
By intercepting ev'ry Beam: 


The Day of Judgment will be ſoon, 
(Cries out a Sage among the Croud ;) 

An Aſs hath ſwallow'd up the Moon: 
The Moon lay ſafe behind a Chad. 


Each poor Swhſcriber to the Sea, | 
Sinks down at once, and there he lies; * 
Directors fall as well as they, 

Their Fall is but a Trick to riſe. 


% Fiſhes riſing from the Main, 

Can ſoar with moiſten'd Wings on high; 
The Moiſture dry'd, they ſink again, 
And dip their Fins again to fly. 


Undone at Play, the Female Troops 
Come here their Loſſes to retrieve; 
Ride o'er the Waves in ſpacious Hoops, 

Like Lapland Witches in a Sieve. 


Thus Venus to the Sea deſcends, 
As Poet's feign ; but where's the Moral ? 
It ſhews the Queen of Love intends 
To ſearch the Deep for Pearl and Coral. 


The Sea is richer than the Land, 
I heard it from my Grannam's Mouth, 
Which now I clearly underſtand, 
For by the Sea ſhe meant the South. 


BShewn 
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0 caſt 
Or; 
Fut on 


Vou 
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He 


There 


All 


Thus by Direckors we are told, 

pray, Gentlemen, believe your Eyes; 
Our Ocean's cover'd o'er with Gold, 
Look round, and ſee how thick it lies! 


Lon! ! would thoſe Patriots be ſo kind. 
; Here in the Deep to <vaſb their Hands, 
ben, like Pa#olus, we ſhould find 
= The Sea indeed had golden Sands. 

7 A Shilling in the Bath you fling, 

| The Silver takes a nobler Hue, 

ny Magick Virtue in the Spring, 

| And ſeems a Guinea to your View. 


Bat, as a Guinea will not paſs 
At Market for a Farthing more, 


Pheun thro! a multiplying Glaſs, 
Than what it always did before. 


Bo caſt it in the Southern Seas, ́ 
or view it through a Fobber's Bill; 
Fut on what SpeCtacles you pleaſe, 
Your Guinea's but a Guinea ſtill. 


One Night a Fool into a Brook, 
Thus from a Hillock looking down, 
he golden Stars for Guineas took, 

And Silver Cynthia for a Crown. 


he Point he could no longer doubt, 

He ran, he leapt into the Flood ; _ 

There ſprawl'd a while, and ſcarce got out, 
All cover'd o'er with Slime and Mud. 
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Upon the Water caſt thy Bread, 
And after many Days thow'lt find it; 
But Gold upon this Ocean ſpread, 
Shall fink, and leave no Mark behind it. 


There is a Gulph where Thouſands fell, 
Here all the bold Advent'rers came, 


A narrow Sound, though deep as Hell; 
*Change- Alley is the dreadful Name. 


5 Nine Times a Day it ebbs and flows, 


Teet he that on the Surface lies, 
Without a Pilot ſeldom knows 
The Time it falls, or when 'twill riſe. 
Subſcribers here by Thouſands float; 

And joftle one another down; 
Each padling in his leaky Boat, 


And here they fiſh for Gold, and drown. 


* Now bury'd in the Depth below, 
Now mounted up to Heaven agen, 
They reel and ſtagger to and fro, 
At their Wits End, like drunken Men. 


Mean time, ſecure on + Garr way Clif, 
A Savage Race by Shipwrecks fed, 

Lie waiting for the founder'd Skiffs, 

And ſtrip the Bodies of the Dead. 


But theſe, you ſay, are factious Lyes, 
From ſome malicious Tory's Brain; 
For, where Directors get a Prize, 


The Swiſs and Dutch _ Millions drain. 
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. Pſalm cvii. 


4 He. Houſe in 3 
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Thus, 
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Thus, when by Rooks a Lord is ply'd, 
some Cully often wins a Ber, 

By vent ring on the cheating Side, 
Thoꝰ not into the Secret let. 


While ſome build Caſtles in the Air, 
Directors build em in the Seas; 


Subſcribers plainly ſee em there, 


For Fools will ſee as wiſe Men pleaſe. 


Thus oft by Mariners are ſhown, 
( Uuleſs the Men of Kent be Lyars,) 


| Earl Godsin's Caſtles overfloun, _ 
And Palace-Roofs, and Steeple-Spires: 


Mark where the fly DiveBors creep, 
Nor to the Shore approach too nigh ? 
The Monſters neſtle in the Deep, 


To ſeize you in your paſſing by. 


Then, like the Dogs of Nile, be wiſe, 


Who taught by Inſtinct how ro ſhun 
The Crocodile, that lurking lies, 
Run as they drink, and drink and run, 


Anteus could, by Magick Charms, : 
Recover Strength whene ler he tell; 
Alcides held him in his Arms, 
And ſent him wp in Air to Hell 


Director: thrown into the Sea, | 
Recover Strength and Vigour there; 

But may be tam'd another Way, 
Suſpended for a while in A. 


. Yor. II, | Directors 
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Directors] for tis you I warn, 
By long Experience we have found 
What Planet rul'd when ypu were born; N 
We ſee you never can be drown'd. | no 
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\ Beware, nor over- bulky grow, ”Y 8 88 
Nor come within your Cully's Reach; 

? For if the Sea wou d fink ſo low, 

To leave you dry upon the Beach; 

You'll owe your Ruin to your Bulk: 

' "Your Foes already waiting ſtand, 


a nmu> 


To tear you like a founder'd Hulk, 
While you lie helpleſs on the Sand. 


Thus when a Whale hath loſt the Tide, 

The Coaſters crowd to ſeize the Spoil ; 3 

The Monſter into Parts divide, 
And ſtrip the Bones, and melt the Oil. 


Oh ! may ſome Weſtern Tempeſt ſweep 

Theſe Locuſts whom our Fruits have fed, 

That Plague, Directors, to the Deep, | es 
Driv'n from the Sowth-Sea to the Red. 


May He, whom Nature's Laws obey; . 
Who lifts the Poor, and ſinks the Proud, 


Duiet the Raging of the Sea, 
And fill the Madneſs of the Crow, | 


But never ſhall our Iſle have Reſt, 
Till thoſe devouring Seine run down, 
{The DeviPs leaving the Poſſeſt,) _ 
And * in the Vaters drown. 
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The Nation then too late will find, Wy 
Computing all their Coſt and Trouble, 

Directors Promiſes but Wind, 

Sub. Sea at beſt a mighty "Bubble. 


Apparent ravi nantes in Gurgite a: 3 
Arma virim, OT. of 7 rol $424 per undi. W 


Viss. 


For the Bexzerr of the 


Weavans in | treland. . 


Written in the IAR 1721: 


— 


Wyse ati this is as ola then. 
When Charity begins to tread the Stage ? 


When Actors, who at beſt are hardly Savers, 
Will give a Night of Benefit to Weavers ? 
Stay,—let me ſee, how finely will it ſound! 
Impiimis, From his Grace an Hundred Pound. 
Peers, Clergy, Gentry, all are Bene factors; 
And then comes in the Item of the Actors. 
Item, the Actors freely gave a Day. 

The Poet had no more, one mane — 


Bor 
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Bur whence this wond'rous Charity in Play? rs? 
They learnt it not at Sermons, or at Pray'rs: - 
Under the Roſe, ſince here are none but Friends, 
(To own the Truth) we hive ſome private Ends. 
Since Waiting-Women, like exacting Jades, 

Hold up the Prices of their old Brocades; 
We'll dreſs in Manufactures made at home; 
Equip our Kings and Generals. at the * Comb; 
We'll rig in Meath ffreet Agypt's haughty Quees 
And Antony ſhall court her in Ratteen. 
In blue Sballoon ſhall Hannibal be clad, 
And Scipio trail an Iriſb purple Plad. | 
In Drugget dreft, of Thirteen Pence a Yard, 
| See Philip's Son amidft his Perſian Guard; 
And proud Roxana fir'd with jealous aw, 
With fifty Yards of Crape, ſhall ſweep the Stage. 
In ſhort, our Kings and Princeſſes within, 
Are all reſolv'd the Project to begin 
And you, our Subjects, when you here reſort, _ 
Muſt imitate the Faſhion of the Court. 


Ou! cou'd I ſee this Audience clad in Stuff, 

Tho' Money's ſcarce, we ſhould _ Trade 
 _ 
But Chints, Brocades, and 3 take all away, 
And ſcarce a Crown is left to ſee a Pl. 
Perhaps you wonder whence this Friendſhip ſprings 
Between the Heavers and us Play-houſe Kings: 
But Wit and Weaving had the ſame Beginning; 
Pallas firſt taught us Poetry and Spinning: 
And next obſerve how this Alliance fits, 
For Weavers now ee poor ut frm 
5 Their 

*_ 4 Street i in Dublin g famous fo Wa oollen — 
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And ſell for Twenty Pence a Yard of theirs. 
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Their Brother Quill- Men, Workers for the Stage, 


For ſorry Stuff can get a Crown a Page; 
But Weavers will be kinder to the Players, 


And, to your Knowledge, there is often leſs in 
The Poet's Wu, than in the Player's. Drefliog, 
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|PETHOX the Great: 


Written in the Yan 1723. 


RO M Ven born, thy Beauty ſhows ; 
But who thy Father, no Man knows; 
Nor can the skilful Herald trace 


The Founder of thy antient Race. 


Whether thy Temper, full of Fire, 
Diſcovers Vulcan for thy Sire; 
The God who made Scamander boil, 
And round his Margin ſing'd the Soil; 
(From whence Philoſophers agree, 
An equal Pow'r deſeends to thee.) 
Whether from dreadful Mars you claim 
The high Deſeent from whence you came, 
und, as a Proof, ſhew num'rous Scars 
By 3 Encounters made in Wars; 
Thoſe honourable Wounds you bore 
From Head to Foot, w_ all before ;) 


** 
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And till the bloody Field frequent, 
Familiar in each Leader's Tent. 

Or whether, as the Learn'd contend, 


You from the neighb'ring Gaul deſcend; 

Or from + Parthenope the Proud, 
Where numberleſs thy Vot'ries crowd. 
Whether thy great Forefathers came 

Prom Realms that bear Veſputios Name; 

For ſo Conjectors would obrrude, 
And from thy painted Skin conclude: 
Whether, as Epicurus ſhows - 

The World from joſtling Seeds aroſe ; 

Which mingling with prolifick Strite 

In Chaos, kindled into Life 

So your Production was the ſame, 

And from contending Atoms came. 


Tur fair indulgent Mother crown'd 
Thy Head with ſparkling Rubies round ; 
Beneath thy decent Steps, the Road 
Is all with precious Jewels ſtrow'd. 
The Bird of Pallas knows his Poſt, 
Thee to attend where-e'er thou go'ſt. 

BYZ ANTTANS boaſt, that on the Clod 
Where once their Ss Horſe had trod, 

Grows neither Graſs, nor Shrub, nor Te; 

The ſame thy Subjects boaſt of Thee. 


Tux greateſt Lord, when you appear, 
Will deign your 8 to wear, 
In all thy various Colours ſeen, 
Of Red, and Yellow, Blue, and Green. 
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W1rtu half a Word, when you require, 
The Man of Bus 'neſs muſt retire; 


Tux haughty Minifter of State, 
With Trembling muſt thy Leiſure wait; 
And while his Fate is in thy Hands, 

The Bus'neſs of the Nation ſtands. 


Tou dar'ft the greateſt Prince attack, 
Can'ſt hourly ſet him on the Rack, 
And, as an Inſtance of thy Pow, 
Incloſe him in a wooden Tow'r, - 


With pungent Pains on ev'ry Side; 


So Regulus in Forments dy d. 
From thee our Youth all Virtues learn; Sh 


Dangers with Prudence to diſcern ; 
And well thy Scholars are endu'd 


With Temp'rance, and with Fortitude; 


With Patience, which all Hls ſuppofts ; 
And Secrecy, the Art of Courts. 
Tux glitt'ring Beau could hardly tell, 
Without your Aid, to read or ſpell; 
But, having long con vers d with you, 
Knows how to ſcrawl a Billet - doux. 
Wir n what Delight, methinks, I trace 
Thy Blood in ev'ry noble Race! 
In whom thy Features, Shape, and Wen, 
Are to the Life diſtinctly ſeen. 


Tux Britons, once a ſavage Kind, 


By you were brighten'd and refin'd.; 


Deicendants of the bar b'rous Hunt, 
With Limbs robuſt, and Voice that ſtuns; 
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But you have molded them afreſn, 
Remo d the tough ſuperfluous Fleſh, 
Taught them to modulate their Tongue 
And ſpeak without the Help of Lungs. 
PROTEUS on you beſtew'd the Boon 
To change your Viſage like the Moen ; 
Lou ſometimes half a Face produce, 
Keep other Half for private Uſe. 


How fam'd thy Conduct in the Fight, 
With * Hermes, Son of Pleias bright: 
 Out-number'd, half encompaſs'd round, 

You ftrove for ey'ry Inch of Ground; 
Then, by a foldierly Retreat, 

Retir'd to your Imperial Seat. 

The Victor, when your Steps he trac'd, 
Found all the Realms before him waſte : 

You, o'er the hjgh triumphal Arch 

Pontifick, made your glorious March : 

2 The wond'rous Arch behind you fell, 
; And left a Chaſm profound as Hell: 

| You, in your Capitol ſecur'd, 
edn a long as Try eadurd 


Jou cudgels NED. 


1111 


Written | in n the Year 1723. 
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OAN 2 Ned, yet Ned's a Bully "7 
# Will cadgels Beſs, yet Hill s a Cully. 


Mercury. 
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Dye Ned and Beſs; give Will to an, 
She dares not ſay, her Life's her own. 


Dye Foan and Hill; give Beſs to Ned, 
And ev'ry Day ſhe combs bis Head. 


TT 
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A Houſe of ng Foxy, Eſq; tight 
Miles from Dublin. 1 


«uw inn e 7 
 Peftimenta pretioſa. 


Written in the Year 1723. | 
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Dor can in a — 
Did Stella to his Houſe invite: 


He entertain'd her half a Lear 

Wich gen' rous Wines and coſtly Chear: 

Don Carlos made her chief Director, 

That ſhe might o'er the Servants hector: 

In half a Week the Dame grew nice, 

Got all things at the higheſt Price. 

Now at the Table-Head ſhe firs, 

Preſented with the niceſt Bits: | 

| She look'd on Partridges with Scorn, 
Except * taſted of the Corn: 
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A Haunch of Ven'ſon made her n 


Duleſs it had · tho right Fumette. 


Don Carlos earneſtly would beg, 
Dear Madam, try this Pigeon s Leg; 
Was happy when he could prevail 
To make her only touch a Quail. 
Through Candle-Light ſhe view'd the Wi. 
To ſee that ev ry Glaſs was fine. 
At laft grown prouder than the D, 
Wich feeding high, and Treatment civil, 
Don Carts now began to find 
His Malice work as he deſign'd; 
The Winter-Sky began to frown, 
Poor Stella muſt pack off to Town. 
From purling Streams and Fountains bubbling, 
To + Lify's ſtinking Tide in Dublin: 
From wholſome Exerciſe and Air 
To ſoſſing in an eaſy Chair ; 
From Stomach ſharp and hearty feeding, 
To piddle like a Lady breeding: 
From ruling there the Houſhold eng 
To be directed here by * Dinghy : 
From ev'ry Day a lordly Banquet, 
To half a Joint, and God be thank it: 
From ev'ry Meal Pontack in Plenty, 
To half a Pint one Day in Twenty. 
From Ford attending at her Call, 
To Viſits of — — — = w Je 
From Ford, who thinks of nothing mean, 
To the poor Doings of the D-—=n. 


From 


+ eli 8 Dublin. 
Ci 2 The two Ladies cad toeetbir. | 
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From growing Riches with . 2-08 
To running out by ſtarving here. 132 
Hur now arrives the diſmal ber: 
She muſt return to * Orimond-Key + 
The Coachman ſtopt, the lookt, and ſwore 
The Raſcal had miſtook the Door: 
At coming in you ſaw her'ftoop; 
The Entry bruſht againſt her - 
Each Moment riſing in her Airs, 
She curſt the narrow winding Stairs: 
Began a Thouſand Faults to ſpy; 
The Ceiling hardly fix Foot high; 
The ſmutty Wainſcot full of Cracks, 
And half the Chairs with broken Backs: 
Her Quarter's out at Lady-Day, 
dhe vows ſhe will no longer ſtay, 
In Lodgings, like a poor Grizette, 
While there are Lodgings to be lett, 


How z's x, to keep her Spirits up, 
She ſent for Company to ſup; 
When all the while you might remark, 
dhe ſtroye in vain to ape Hood-Park. 
Two Bottles call'd for, (half her Store; 
The Cupboard could contain bur four ; ) 
A Supper worthy of her ſelf, 
Five Nothings in five Plates of Deſpb. 


Ce. eee ene. — — — — 


Tuvs, for a Week the Farce went on; 

When all her County-Savings gone, 
From Wh. fell into her former Scene. 

— wall Reer, à Herring, and! the Dn,  __ 
ooo Awoll zt $4. Tus, 
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* Where both the Ladies lodged. 
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| Tus, far in jeſt. Though now I fear 
| You think e eee 0 N 
But Poets when a Hint is new 
Regard not whether falſe or true: | 
Vet Raillery gives no Offence, © 
Where Truth has not the leaſt 3 
Nor can be more ſecurely plac't _ 
Than on a Nymph of Stellas Taſte, _ 
I muſt confeſs, your Wine and Vittle 7 
I was too hard upon 4 little; 585 8 
| Your Table neat, your Linnen fine; 
And, though in Miniature, you ſhine. 
Yet, when you ſigh to leave HYood- Part, 
The Scene, the Welcome, and the Spark, 
To languiſh in this odious Town, 
And pull your haughty Stomach down ; 
We think you quite miſtake the Caſe ; 
The Virtue lies not in the Place: 
For though my Raillery were true, 
A Cottage is Hood-Park with . 
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The Part of a 3 at the + Horſe of 
George Rochfort, . ore 
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| Written in the Year 123. 
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77 74. tell in ſober Lays. 

How George, Nim, Dan, Dean, paſs ab Days. 
Basix, my Muſe. Firſt, from our Bow'rs _ 

We ſally forth at diff rent t Hours; k 
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Poems on ſeveral Occaſions: 
At Seven, the Dean in Night- gon dreſt, 
Goes round the Houſe to wake the reſt: 
At Nine, grave Nim and George facetious, 
Go to the Dean to read Lycretins* 

At Ten, my Lady comes and hectors, 
And kiſſes George, and ends our Lectures; 
And when ſhe has him by the Neck faſt, 
Hauls him, and fcolds us, down to Breakfaſt, 
We ſquander there an Hour or more; 
And then all Hands, Boys, to the Oar; 
All, heteroclite Dan except, 
Who never Time, nor Order kept, 
But by peculiar, Whimſies drawn, 
Peeps in the Ponds to look for Spaun; 
O'erſces the Work, or * Dragon rows, 
Or mars a Text, or mends his Hoſe; 
Or but proceed we in our Journal. 
At Two, or after, we return all. 
ee the four Elements aſſembling, 

arn'd by the Bell, all Folks come trembling ; 
— airy Garrets ſome deſcend, 
— Some from the Lake's remoteſt End: 
we My Lord and Dean the Fire forſake ; 

ſe o Dan leaves the carthly Spade and Rake ; 
The Loit'rers quake, no Corner hides them, 
And Lady Betty ſoundly chides them, 

2 Now Water's brought, and Dinner's done ; 
— With Church and King the Lady's gone: 
(Not reck'ning half an Hour we paſs 
In talkings! er a weder Glass.) 
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. * My Lord Chief B aron's ſmaller Boas. 


145 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions: 
Dan, growing drowly, like a Thief, 
Steals oft to doſe away his Beef; 

And this muſt paſs for reading Hammond— 
While Grcrge and Dean go to Back-Gammon. 
George, Nim, and Dean ſet out at Four, 
And then again, Boys, to the Oar. 

But when the Sun goes to the Deep, 
(Not to diſturb him in his Sleep, 

Or make a Rumbling o'er his Head, 

His Candle out, and He a-bed) 
We watch his Motions to a Minute, 

And leave the Flood, when he goes in it. 
Now ſtinted in the ſhort'ning Day, 

We go to Pray'rs, and then to Play: 

Till supper comes, and after that, 
We fit an Hour to drink and chat. 
"Tis late—the old and younger Pairs, 
By Adam lighted, walk up Stairs. 
The weary Dean goes to his Chamber, 
And Nim and Dan to Garret clamber. 
So when this Circle we have run, 
The Curtain falls, and all is done, 


I micar have mention'd ſev'ral Facts, 
Like Epiſodes between the Acts; 
And tell who loſes, and who wins, 
Who gets a Cold, who breaks his Shins; 
How Dan caught notbing in his Net, 
And how the Boat was overſet. Fa 
For Brevity I have retrench'd Tg 
How in the Lake the Dean was drench'd. 


be Butler. 
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It would be an Exploit to brag on, 
How valiant George rode o'er the Dragon; 
How ſteady in the Storm he ſar, 
And fay'd his Oar, but loſt his Hat. | 
How Nim (no Hunter e'er conld match him,) 
Still brings us Hares, when he can catch em: 
How skilfully Dan mends his Nets 
How Fortune fails him, when he ſets, 
Or how the Dean delights to ven 
The Ladies, and lampoon the Sex. 
Or how our Neighbour lifts his Noſe, 
To tell what ev'ry School-Boy knows, 
And, with his Finger on his Thumb 
Explaining, ſtrikes Oppoſers dumb: 
Or how his Wife, that Female Pedant, 
(But now there need no more be faid on't,) 
Shews all her Secrets of Houſe-keeping; 
For Candles how ſhe trucks her Dripping; 
Was forc'd to ſend three Miles for Veſt 
To brew her Ale, and raiſe her Paſte; 
Tells ev'ry Thing that you can think of: 
How ſhe cur*'d Tommy of the Chin: cough ; 
What gave her Brats and Pigs the Meazles, 
And how her Doves were kill'd by Wee zles; 
How Fowler howI'd, and what a Fright 
She had with Dreams the other Night. 


Bur now, fince I have gone ſo far on, 
A Word or two of Lord Chief Baron; 
And tell how little Weight he ſets 
On all big Papers, and Gazetts ; 
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' * Mr. Rochfort's Father. 


148 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
But for the Politicks of Pue, 
Thinks every Syllable is true. 
And fince he owns the King of Sweden 
Is dead at laſt, without gvading; 
Now all his Hopes are in the Czar ; 
& Why, Maſcovy is not ſo far; 
« Down the Black-Sea, and up the Streights, 
* And in a Month he's at your Gates: 

« Perhaps from what the Packet brings 
By Chriſtmas we ſhall ſce firange Things.” 
Wav ſhould I tell of Ponds and Drains, 
What Carps we met with for our Pains; 
Of Sparrows tam'd, and Nuts indiumerable, . 
To choak the Girls, and to conſume a Rabble ? 

But you, who are a Scholar, know 
How tranſient all Things are below; 
How prone to change is human Life ; 
Laſt Night arriy'd f Clem and his Wife 
This grand Event hath broke our Meaſures ; 
Their Reign began with cruel Seizures: 
The Dean muſt with his Quilt ſupply 
The Bed in which theſe Tyrants lie: 
Nim loſt his Wig-block, Dan his Jordan; > 
(My Lady ſays ſhe can't afford one) 
George is half ſcar'd out of his Wits, 
For Clem gets all the tiny Bits. 
Henceforth expect a different Survey ; 
This Houſe will foon turn 'Topſy-rurvey. 
They talk of further Alterations, 
Which cauſes many Sperulations. 


— / 
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[ Asx'p a big 8 PL 
How came this wicked Plot to Light: 
He anſwer'd, that a Dog of late 
Inform'd a Miniſter of State. 
Said I, from thence I nothing know ; 
For, are not all Informers ſo ? 
A Villain, who his Friend betrays, 
We ſtyle him by no other Phraſe; 
And ſo a perjur d Dog denotes 
Porter, and Prendergaſt, and Oates.. 
And forty others I could name 
I big. But you muſt know this Dog was lames 
Tory. A weighty Argument indeed; | 
Your Evidence was lame. Proceed: 
Come, help your lame Dog o'er the Style. 
Whig. Sir, you miſtake me all this while: 
I mean a Dog, without a Joke, 
Can howl, and bark, but never ſpoke. 
Tory. I'm ſtill to ſeek which Dog you mean; 
Whether Curr 2 or Whelp Skean, 
Vi 
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An Enel or an li Hound; 

Or Yother Puppy that was drown'd, 

Or Maſon that abandon'd Bitch: 
Then pray be free, and tell me which: 

For, ev'ry Stander-by was marking 

That all the Noiſe they made was barking 2 

You pay them well; the Dogs have got 

Their Dogi-heads in a Porridge-pot : 

And 'twas but juſt ; for, wiſe Men ſay, 

That, every Dog muſt have bis Day. 

Dog W-—— laid a Quart of Nog on't, 
He'd either make a Hog or Dog ont, 
And look't fince he has got his Wiſh, 

As if he had thrown down a Diſh. = 

Let, this I dare foretel you from it, 
| He'll ſoon return to bis own Vomit. X 

big. Beſides, this horrid Plot was found 

By Neyno after he was drown'd. : 

Tory. Why then the Proverb is not right, 

Since you can teach dead Dogs to bite. 

li. I prov'd my Propoſition full; 

But, Facobites are ſtrangely dull. 
Now, let me tell you plainly, Sir, 

Our Witneſs is a real Carr, 
A Dez of Spirit for his Years, 
Has twice two Legs, two hanging Ears ; 
| His Name is Harlequin, I wot, 

And that's a Name in ev'ry Ph: 

Reſoly'd to ſave the Brit Nation, | 
Though French by Birth and Education: 

| His Correſpondence plainly dated, 

b Was all der) pber d, and tranſlated. 
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His Anſwers were exceeding pretty 
Before the ſecret wiſe Committee ; 
Confeſs't as plain as he could bark; 
Then with his Fore foot ſet his Mark: 

Tory. Then all this while have I been bubbled; 
I thought it was a Dog in Doublet : 
The Matter now no longer fticks ; 
For Stateſmen never want Dag-tricks; 
But, fince it was a real Curr, 
And not a Dog in Metaphor, 
I give you Joy of the Report, 
That he's to have a Place at t. 

big. Yes, and a Place he will grow rich io; 
A Turn- ſpit in the .I Kitchen, 
Sir, to be plain, I tell you what; 
We had Occafion for a Plot; 
And, when we found the Dog "XY 
We giicls't the B Foot was in it. 


Tory. I own it was a dang rous Project; 
And you have ptov'd it by Dog Logick. 
Sure ſuch Intelligence between 

A Dog and B—— ne'er was ſeen, 

Till you began to change the Breed; 
Your B., all are D==gs indeed. 
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Wrinen | in the Year 1723. 
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ELL; if ever le en user Man üs 
my Mother bound my Head, 


Tou a Gentleman! marry come up, I wonder where 


you were bred? . 


I am ſure ſuch Words does not become a Man of 


your Cloth, 


I would not give fach Language to a Dog, faith 


and troth, 


Yes; you call'd my Maſter Kare. Fie, Mr. She- 


ridan, tis a Shame 


For a Parſon, who ſhou'd 1 better Things, to 


come out with ſuch a Name. 

Knave in your Teeth, Mr. Seriday, tis both « 
Shame and a Sin, 

And the Dean, my Maſter, is an honeſter Man tha 
you and all your Kin : 

He has more Goodneſs in his little Finger, than you 
have in your whole Body, 


15 My Maſter is = parſonable Man, and not 3 ſpindle- 


ſhank'd Hoddy-doddy. 

And now whereby I find you would fain make an 
Excuſe, | 

Becauſe my Maſter one Day, in Anger, call'd you 
Gooſe, = hich, 


— 
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Which, and I am fue I have becn his Servant four - 


Years ſince Ofober, 
And he never aid aw worſe than Sweet-beard 
drunk or ſober: 


Not that I know dis Reverence mas ever concern'd 


to my Knowledge, 
Te you and your Come-rogues keep him out ſo 
late in your wicked College. 


You fay you will eat Graſs on his Grave; 4 
Chriflian eat Graſs! 


Whereby you now confeſs your ſelf to be a | Gooſe 


or an Aſs: 


Bur that's as much a8 to ſay, that my Maſter bud 


die before ye; 

Well, vel, that's as God pleaſes, and I don't be- 
lieve that's a true Story, 

And ſo ſay I told you ſo, and you may go tell my 
Maſter ; what care I? 

And I don't care who knows it, tis all one to Mam. 

Every Body knows that I love to tell Truth, and 
ſhame the Devil; 


I am but a poor Servant, but T think gentle-Folks 


ſhould be civil. 
Beſides, you found Fault with our Vittels one Day 


that you was here, 


I remember it was upon a alas of all Days i in 


the Vear. 


And Sawnders the Hun fays, you are always jclting 


and mocking, 


Mary, ſaid he, (one Day, as I was mending my 
Maſter. 's Stocking,) 


My 
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15 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
My Maſter is fo fond of that Minifter that keeps 


the School; 


I thought my Maſter a wiſe Man, bot that Man 
makes him a Fool. 


Saunders, ſaid I, I wopld rather than = Quart of 

Ale, 

He would come into our Kitchin, and I would pin 

_ _ a Diſh-clout to his Tail, 

And now I muſt go, and get Sanders to direct this 

Letter, 

: For I write but a fad Scraw), bat my Siſter Marget 

mme writes better. 

Well, but I muſt run nd cake the Bed before my 

Maſter comes from Pray'rs, 

And ſee now, it ficikes Ten, and I bear him com- 
ing up Stairs: 

| Whereof I cou'd ſay more to your Verte, if I 

could write written Hand; 

And fo I remain in a civil Wap, your Servant to 


MART. 


A ibb ELEGY on hy worſhi; 
qu . SAS - £ 


„2 


| Weiten in e Year 1 ——. 


1 — 


= mournful Dittes Clio, change thy W. 
Since cruel Fate hath ſank our Juſtice Boat ; 

Why ſhould he fink where nothing ſeem'd to ef 3 

His Lading little, and his Ballaft leſs. 400 


of 


pin 
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Toft in the Waves of this tempeſtuous World, 
At length, his Anchor fixt, and Canvas furl'd, 


* 


To * Lazy-Hill retiring from his Court, 


At his * Ring's-End he founders in the Port. 

With + Water fill'd he could no longer float, 

The common Death of many a ſtronger Boat. 

A Poor ſo fill'd, on Nature's Laws entreuches; 
Benches on Boats are plac't, not Boats on Benches. 
And yet our Boat, how ſhall I reconcile it ? 

Was both a Boat, and in one Senſe a Pilot. 
With ev'ry Hind he ſaid, and well cou'd tack e 
Had many Pendents, but abhor d a Jack. 
He's gone, although his Friends began to a 
That he might yet be liſted by a Rope, 
Bx nor p the awful Bench on which he ſat, 
He was asbard, and pond'rous Hood as that: 
Yer, when his Sand was out, we find at laft, 
That, Death has overſet him with a Blap.. 
Our Boat is now ſail'dto the Stygian Ferry, 

There to ſupply old Charon s leaky Wherry : 
Charon in him will ferry Souls to hell; 

A Trade, onr J Boat had praftic'd here ſo well. 
And, Cerberus hath ready in his Paws, 
Both Pitch and Brimfove to fil up his Flaws ; 
Yet, ſpight of Death and Fate, I here maintain 
We may place Boat in his old Pa again. 
The Way is thus ; and well deſerves your Thanks: 
Take the - * 2 
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Fix them on high, conſpicuous to be ſeen, 


Form'd.like the Triple-Tree near 1 Stepben's-Green; 


And, when we view it thus, with Thief at End on't, 


We'll cry; look, here's ns Ra: 
L Pendant. . 


1 When the Dublin Gallant. 


YT The EPITAPH, 


ERE lies Fudge Boat within a Coffin. 
Pray gentle-Folks forbear your Scoffing. 


A Boat a Judge yes, where's the Blunder ? | 


A wooden Fudge is no ſuch Wonder. 


And in his Robes, you muſt agree, 
No Boat was better deckt than He. 


is needleſs to deſcribe bim fuller, 
bs ſhort, bo 045.08 able * Sculler. 


1 , W betber the Author meant Scholar, an 
erh wink? ; 


| | | fn 
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W 


DREAMS 


An Imitation of PETRO VIU 


11 


Sorin * mentes ludunt volitantibus umbris, &c. 


11 


| Written in _ Yun 1724. 


c —_—— 


—— 


„ 


Tue De on the ſilent Night Le, 
And with falſe flirting Shades our Minds de- 


lude, 

yyvve never ſends us downward from the Skies, 
Nor can they from infernal Manſions riſe ; 
But are all mere Productions of the Brain, 
And Fools conſult Interpreters in vain, 

Fox, when in Bed we reſt our weary Limbs, 
The Mind, unburthen'd, ſports in various Whims. 
The buſy Head with mimick Art runs o'er 
The Scenes and Actions of the Day before. 


Tux drowſy Tyrant; by his Minions led, 
To regal Rage devotes ſome Patriots Head. 
With equal Terrors, not with equal Guilt, 
The Murd'rer dreams of all the Blood he ſpilt. 
Tus Soldier ſmiling hears the Widows Cries, 
And ftabs the Sou before the Mother's Eyes. 
ON "Woes II. P | Wich 
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With like Remorſe his Brother of the Trade, 
The Butcher, feels the Lamb beneath his Blade. — 
| Tax Stateſman rakes the Town to find a Plot, "Will & J 
And dreams of Forfeitures by Treaſon got. 
Nor leſs Tom T—d-mah of true Stcteſman Mold, 
Collects the City Filth in Search of Gold. 
Os nas around his Bed the Lawyer ſees, 
And takes the Plaintiff s and Defendant's Fees. 
His Fellow Pick-Purſe, watching for a Job, 
Fancics his Fingers in the Cully's Fob. PINES 
Tux kind Phyſician grants the Husband's Prayers, = 
Or gives Relief to long- expecting Heirs, — 
The ſleeping Hangman ties the fatal Nooſe. . 
Nor unſucceſsful waits for dead Mens Sboes. 
Tax grave Divine with knotty Points perplext, 
As if he were awake, nods o'er his Text: g 
While the fly Mountebank attends his Trade, 
 Harangues the Rabble and is better paid. 
Tux hircling Senator of modern Days, 
Bedaubs the guilty Great with nauſeous Praiſe : 
And Dick the Scavenger with equal Grace, 
Flirts from his Cart the Mud in : Face. 


HH. 
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Coach. 


2 


— 


* * WAITSHED' : Sts on his 


Libertas & natale Solum 


| — -_ 


Liberty and my native Country. 
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| IBERT AS & natale Sem; 


Could nothing but thy chief Reproach, 
Serve for a Motto on thy Coach? 

But, let me now the Words tranſlate : 
Natale Solum : My Eftate : 

My dear Eſtate; how well I love it; 
My, Texans, if you doubt, will prove it: 
They ſwear I am ſo kind and good, 

I hug them till I queeze their Blood. 
LIBERT AS bears a large Import; 
Firft; how to ſwagger in a Court; 
And, ſecondly, to ſhew my Fury 
Againſt an uncomplying Jury : 
And, Thirdly ; *tis a new Invention 
To favour Wood and keep my Penſion : 


Fine Words; I wonder where you ſtole um 


And, 


* That noted 
weibe Bill againſt bim. 


Chief uſtice, who tice — . 
the 2 ier, and * he 2 Jury fir not find- 
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1660 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
And, Fourthly; tis to play an odd Trick, 
Get the Great Seal, and turn out BroFTeleb. 
And, Fifthly; you know whom I mean, 


To humble that vexatious Dean. | 

And, Sixthly ; for wy Soul, to barter it 
For Fifty Times its Worth, to Carteret. : | 1. 
Now, ſince your Motto thus you conſtrue, =: 

I muſt confeſs you've ſpaken once true, | * 
Libertas & natale Solum; "Tis _ 
You had good Reaſon when you le um. | kad of 
Becauſ 


Sent by Dr. Delay to Dr. —ô, = 


in order to be «dated to 
— to him. 


| Wrinen about the Year 1744: x 


— — — aca 


Ear Sir, I think Au doubly hard 
Your Ears and Doors fhou' d both be barr d. 

Can any thing be more unkind ? 
Muſt I not ſee, cauſe you are blind ? 
Methinks, a Friend at Night ſhau d cheer you, - 
A Friend that loves to ſee and hear yen: | 
Why am I robb'd of that Delight? 
When you can be no Loſer by't. 
Nay, when tis plain, for what is plainer? 
That, if you heard you'd be no Gainer. 
For ſure you are not yet to learn, 
"That Hearing is not your Concern. 
'Then be your Doors no longer barr'd, 
Tour BuſineG, Sir, is to be heard. 
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The ANSWER. 


K* E Wiſe pretend to make it clear, 

- *Tis no great Lofs to loſe an Ear; 

Why are we then ſo fond of two? 

When by Experience one will do; 

Tis true, ſay they, cut off the Head; 

Aud there's an End; the Mar is dead; 
:cauſe, among all human Race, 

None c'er was known to have a · Brace. 

But confidently they maintain, 


The Loſs of one is uo ſo ſuch Trouble, 
Since t'other will in Strength be double; 
The Limb ſurviving, you may ſwear,. 
Becomes his Brother's lawful Heir : 

Thus, for a Tryal, let me beg of 

Tour Rev rence, but to cut one Leg off, 
And you ſhall find by this Device, 

The other will be ſtronger twice 

For, ev'ry Day. you ſhall be gaining. 

"i INcw Vigour to the Leg remaining. 

5 So, when an Eye hath loft it's Brother, 
You ſee the better with the other. 

Cut off your Hand, and you may do 
With t'other Hand the Work of two: 
Becauſe, the Soul her Power contracts, 
And on the Brot her Limb re-afs. 


r d. 


Bor, yet the Point is not ſo clear in 
Another Caſe; the Senſe of Hearing: 


The ** 


That, where we ſind the Members twain, 
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For tho' the Place of either Ear, 

Be diſtant as one Head can bear; 
Yet Galen moſt acutely ſhews you, 

_ ( Conſult his Book de Partium «ſu ) 
That from each Ear, as he obſerves, 
There creeps two Auditory Nerves, 
(Not to * without a Glaſs ) 

Which near the Os Potroſum paſs; 
| Thence to the Neck; and moving thorow there; 
One goes to this, and one to t ether Ear. 


Which made my Grand-Dame * daf her. 
Ears, 


Both Right and Left, as Fele es 
You ſee my Learning; but to ſhorten it, 
When my Left Ear was deaf a Fortnight, 
Torother Ear I felt it coming on, 
And thus I ſolve this hard Phanomenon. 


Tis true, à Glaſs will bring ſupplies 
To weak, or old, or clouded Eyes. 
Your Arms, tho' both your Eyes were loft, 
Would guard your Noſe againſt a Poft. 
Without your Legs, two Legs of Wood 
Are ſtronger, and almoſt as good. 
And, as for Hands, there have been thoſe, 
Who, wanting both, have us'd their Toes. 
But no Contrivance yet appears, 
To furniſh artificial Ears. 


Ic „ 
o | 
= 4 ; 
, * 
ju - 1 
= | 
l | 
' 
i | 
* 
= 
; | 
\ N 8 
| ) 
» 
1 
1 
: * 
7 
4% 
ri 1 
+ We : 
b [ 
Þy « 
7 \ 
o 3 : 
. N 
. c 


STRLLAS 


= IS — 
\ | 


| | 


Poems en ſeveral Occaſons. 163 
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| — 


STELLA Birth-Day. 


l | Wrinen in the Tzux 1744- 


—_— 


— 


A when a hentai Nymph decays, 

| We ſay, ſhe's paſt her Dancing-Days; | 
So, Poets looſe their Feer by Time, 
And can no longer dance in == 

Your annual Bard had rather choſe 

To celebrate your Birth in Profe. 
Yet, merry Folks, who want by chance 

A Pair to make a Country-Dance, 

Call the old Houſe-keeper, and get her 

To fill a Place, for wam of better; 
While Sheridan is off the Hooks, 

And Friend Delany at his Books, 
That Stella may avoid Diſgrace 


Once more the D n Cuppliestheir Place. 
Baur and Wit, too fad a Truth, 
Have always been confin'd to Youth ; 


The God of Wit, and Beauty's Queen, 
He Twenty-one, and ſhe Fifteen: 


— No Poet ever ſweetly ſung, 

a Uuleſs he were like Phoebus, young; 
Nor ever Nymph inſpir” d ro Rhyme, 
Uuleſs like Jenas, in her Prime. 
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16. Poams on ſeveral Occaſſans: 


At Fifty-ſix, if this be true, 
Am Fa Poet fit for you? 

Or at the Age of Forty - three, 
Are you a Subject fit for me? 


Adieubright Wit, and radiant Eyes 


You muſt be grave, and I be wiſe. 
Our Fate in vain we would oppoſe, 
But I'll be till your Friend in Proſe: 
Eſteem and Friendſhip to expreſs, 
Will not require poetick Dreſs; 

And if the Muſe deny her Aid: | 
To have them ſung, they may be fatd. 


Bor, Stella ſay, what evil Tongue 


| Reports you are no longer young ? 
That, 


ime fits with his Scythe to mow; . 
Where erſt ſate Cupid with his Bow; 
That half your Locks are turn'd to gray: 


ul neer believe a Word they ſay. 


Tis true, but let it not be known, 

My Eyes are ſomewhat dimmiſh grown - 
For Nature, always in the Right,. 

To your Decays adapts my Sight; 

And Wrinkles undiftinguiſh'd paſs, 


For I'maſham'd to uſe a Glaſs;- 


And till I ſee them with theſe Eyes, 
Whoever ſays you have them, lyes. 

No Length. of Time can make you quit 
Honour and Virtue, Senſe and Wit: 
Thus you may ſtill be young to me, 


While I can better bear than ſee; 
Oh, ne'er may Fortune ſhew her Spight, 
To make me deaf, and mend my Sighs. 
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A a quiet 1. and a 2 Name. 
To a Friend who married a Shrew. 


— 


Wien abou the Year r 3926 


—— — — Ee. 


ELL folded in > lends Da 


That Vin durſt hardly venture ins 
He mark't the Con jugal Diſpute ; 


Nell roar*'d inceſſant, Dick fat mute: 
But, when he ſaw his Friend appear, 
Cry'd bravely, Patience, good my * 
At Sight of Vill ſhe ba vd no more, 

But hurry d out, and clapꝰt the Door. 
Way Dick! the Devil's in thy Nell, 
Quoth Vill; thy Houſe is worſe than Hell: 

Why, what a Peal the Jade has rung! 
Damn her, why don't you flit her Tongue? 
For nothing elſe will make it ceaſe; _ 
Dear Wil), I ſuffer this for Peace; 

I never quarrel with my Wife; 

I bear it for a quiet Life. 

Scripture you know exhorts us to it ; 

Bids us to ſeek Peace and enfue it. 


WIL L vent again to viſit Dick ; 
And ent'ring in the very Nick, 
He ſaw Virago Nell belabour, 


—— 


With Dick's oun * his * Neighbour? 
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We And truck the Carrion for Tobacco; 
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Poor Will who needs muſt interpoſe, 


Fars 

| Receiv'd a Brace or two of Blows. nere: 

Bur now, to make my Story ſhort ; Slaves u. 
Will drew out Dick to take a Quart. 


Why Dick, thy Wife Has dev'liſh Whims ; 

 Od's-buds, why don't you break her Limbs? 
If ſhe were mine, and had ſuch Tricks, 

T'd teach her how to handle Sticks; 

Z—— ds, I would ſhip her to Jamaica, 


Dear Will; but, what would People ſay? 
Lord! I ſhould get fo ill a Name, | 
The Neighbours round would cry out Sharge. 
DICK fuſſer'd for his Peace and Credit; 
But, who believ'd him when he ſaid it? 
| Can he who makes himſelf a Slave, 
Confult his Peace, or Credit ſave? 

Dick found it by his ill Succeſs, 

His Quiet ſmall, his Credit leſs. 

She ſery'd him at the uſu'l Rate; 

She ſtun' d, and then ſhe broke his Pate;. 
And, what he thought the hardeſt Caſe, 
The 'Parith jecr'd hin to his Face; 
Thoſe Men who wore the Breeches leaſt, 
Call'd him a Cuckold, Fool, and Beaſt. 
At home, he was purſu'd with Noiſe; 
Abroad, was peſter d by the Boys. 
Within, his Wife would break his Bones, 
Without, they pelted him with Stones: 
The Prentices procur'd a Riding, 

To act his Patience and her Chiding; 


Fals 


4182 
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Farsx Patience, and miſtaken Pride! 
There are ten Thauſaud Dicks beſide; 
Slaves to their Quiet and good Name, 
Are us'd like Dick, and bear the Blame. 


167 


About Nine or Ten Ne, ago, Gin ingenious Gentlemen, 
Friends to the Author, uſed to entertain themſelves 


with evriting Riddles, and ſend them to him and their 
other Acquaintance, Copies of wvbich ran about, and 
bme of them dere printed both here and in England. 
The Author, at bis leiſure Hours, fell into the ſame 
Amuſement ; although it be ſaid that he tbougbt them 
of no great Merit, Entertainment, or Uſe. However, | 
by the Advice of "ſome Perſons, for whom the Author | 
bath a great Eſteem, and who were pleaſed to ſend ws 
the Copies, we have ventured to print the few follows 
ing, as we have done two or three before, 4 oo 
are allowed to be genuine ; „ We are 
that ſeveral good Fudges have a Tie flit 
NT 4 | 
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* Youth ad A high i in Air, 

Or bathing in the Waters fair, 
Nature to form me took Delight, 
And clad my Body all in White : 
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My Perſon tall, and flender Waiſt, 
On either Side with Fringes grac'd ; 
Till me that Tyrant Man eſpy'd, 
And dragg'd me from my Mother's Side: 
No Wonder now I look ſo thin; 
Fhe Tyrant ftrip't me to the Skin: 
My Skin he flay'd, my Hair be eropt; 
At Head and Foot my Body lopt: 
And then, with Heart more hard than Stone, 
He pick't my Marrow from the Bone. 
To vex me more, he took a Freak, 
To lit my Tongue, and made me ſpeak :* 

But, that which wonderful appears, 

I ſpeak to Eyes and not to Ears, 

Hie oft employs me in Diſpuiſe, 
And makes me tell a Thoufand Lyes: 

To me he chiefly gives in Truſt 
To pleaſe his Malice, or his Luft. 
From me no Secret he can hide ; 
I ſee his Vanity and Pride: 
And my Delight is to expoſe 
His Follies to his greateſt Foes. 


Ax Languages I can command, 

Let not a Word I underſtand. 

Without my Aid, the beft Divine 

In Learning would. not know a Line: 

The Lawyer muſt forger his Pleading, 

The Scholar cd not ſhew his Reading. 
Nay ; Man, my Mafter, is my Slave: 

I give Command to Hill ar ſave; 

Can grant ten Thouſand. Pounds a Tear, 
And make a Beggar's-Brat aPecr. 


Bur 


b. 


* a 


* 


Bur 
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Bur, while I thus my Life relate, 
I only haften/on my Fate. 
My Tongue js black, my Mouth is furt'd, 
I hardly now can fore a Word. 
I dye unpity'd and forgot; 


And on ſome Dunghill left to rot. 


da 


Another. 


AL L-ruling Tyrant of the Earth, 
To vileſt Slaves IT owe my Birth. 

How is the greateft Monarch bleft, 

When in my gaudy Liv'ry dreſt! 

No haughty Nymph has Pow'r to run 

From me ; or my Embraces ſhun. 

Stabb'd to the Heart, condemn'd to Flame, 

My Conftancy is ftill the fame. 


he fav'rite Meſſenger of Jobe, 


And * Lemnian God conſulting ſtrove, 
To make me glorious to the Sight 
Of Mortals, and the Gods Delight. 
Soon would their Altars Flame expire, 
If I refus'd to lend them Fire. | 


[IT 


* 


3 


Y Fate exalted bigh in Place; | 
Lo, here I ſtand with Kale Pare; 


— * * 1 
— 


* Vulcan | : 
Vox. II. „ „ 


169 


du * FP f 1 
. » - - 


7 
* 0 
< 
"Y = 
2 
2 | 
* 
o 
i 
a 
* 
1.3 
2 
. 
o 
i 
2 
* * 
= 
7 
* 
* 
3 
Xa 
4 19 
It; 
42 
"ng Of 
, = 
1 
2 
13 
# © 
ak 
by E 
o 
4 
9 
* 
1 
*. 
4 
44 
- 
Eo 
% 
we” 
- =. 
s | 
76 


OO kat IG RR {<< rene, * 


170 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
Swperior none on Earth I find ; 

But ſee below me all Mankind. 

Yet,-as it oft attends the Great, 

I almoſt fink with my own Weight; 

At every Motion undertook, 

The Vulgar all conſult my Look. 

I ſometimes give Advice in Hriting, 

But never of my own inditing. 

I an a Courtier in my Way; 

| For thoſe who raid me, I betray; 
And ſome give out, that I entice 

To Luft and Luxury, and Dice: 
Who Puniſhments on me inflict, 
Becauſe they find their Pockets pickt. 
B riding Peſ I loſe my Health; 

And only to get others Wealth, 


Another. 


1 I am by Nature Blind, 
Il wiſcly chuſe to walk bebind; 
However, to avoid Diſgrace, 
Flet no Creature ſee my Face. 
My Words are few, but ſpoke with Senſor 
And yet my ſpeaking gives Offence; 
Or, if ro <ubiſper I preſume, 

The Company will fly the Room. 
By all the World I am oppreſ#'t, 
Aud my Oppreſſios gives them Refs. 


Tazov6l 
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Tunsovon me, though ſore againſt my Will 
Inſtructors ev'ry Art inftill. 

By Thouſands J am ſold and bought, 
Who neither get, nor loſe a Groat; 
For none, alas, by me can gain, 
But thoſe who give me greateſt Pain. 
Shall Man preſume to be my Maſter, 
Who's but my Caterer and Tafter ? 
Yet, though I always have my Will, 
I'm but a meer Depender ſtill: 
An humble Hanger · on at beſt; 
Of whom all People make « Tp. 
In me, Detra&ors ſeek to find 
= Vices of a diff*rent Kind: 
m too profuſe ſome Cenſ rers cry, 
ana I let it fiy 2 
While others give me many a Curſe, 
Becauſe too cloſe I hold my Purſe. 
But this I know, in either Caſe 
They dare not charge me to my Face. 
'Tis true, indeed, ſometimes I ſave, 
Sometimes run out of all I have; 
But when the Year is at an End, 
Computing what I get and fend, 
My Goings out, and Comings in, 
I cannot find I loſe or win, 
And therefore, all that know me, fay 
I juſtly keep the middle Way. 
I'm always by my Betters led ; 
I laſt get up, am firſt a-bed; 

Though, if I riſe before my Time, 

oven The Learn d in Sciences ſublime, 
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T 7 oy of Man, the Pride of Brues, 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 
Conſult the Stars, and thence foretell 
Good Luck to thoſe with whom I dwell. 


Domeſtick Subject for Diſputes, 


Of Plenty thou the Emblem fair, 


 Adorn'd by Nymphs with all their Care: 7 


I faw thee rais d to high Renown, 
Supporting half the Britiſþ Crown; 


And often have I ſeen thee grace 
The chaſte Diana's infant Face; 


And whenſoc'er you pleaſe to ſhine, 


Leſs uſeful is her Light than thine ; 


Thy num'rous Fingers know their Way, 


And oft in Celia's Treſſes play. 
Fo place thee in angther View, 


Pl ſhew the World ftrange Things and true 3, 


What Lords and Dames of hi 


egrecy 


May juſtly claim their Birth from thee ; 
The Soul of Man with Spleen you vex; 
Of Spleen you cure the Female Ses. 
Thee, for a Gift, the Courtigr ſends 


With Pleaſure to his ſpecial Friends; 


He gives; and with a gen'rous Pride, 
Contrives all Means the Gift to hide: 


Nor oft can the Receiver know 
Whether he has the Gift of no, 


That th 
Mean ti 
thou 
Or, but 
hat gi 
But the 
ho fe 
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On Airy Wings you take your Flight, 
And fly unſeen both Day and Night; 
Conceal your Form with various Tricks; 
And few know how and where you fix. 
Vet, ſome who ne'er beſtow'd thee, boaſt 
That they to others give thee moſt : 

Mean time, the Wiſe a Queſtion ſtart, 

f thou a real Being art;- 

r, but a Creature of the Brain, 

hat gives imaginary Pain: 

But the ſly Giver better knows thee; 

ho feels true Joys when he beſtows thee. 


Another. 


Hoven I, alas! a Priſ'ner be, 
My Trade is, Priſ'ners to ſet free. 
No Slave his Lord's Commands obcys, 
th ſuch inſinnating Ways. 
y Genius piercing, ſbarp, and bright, 
herein the Men of Wit delight. 
he Clergy keep me for their Eaſe, 
d turn and wind me as they pleaſe. 
new and wond'rous Art I ſhow 
Of raiſing Spirits from below; 
n Scarlet ſome, and ſome in ¶ bite; 
hey riſe, walk round, yet never fright. 
u at each Aſoutb the Spirits paſs, 
DittinRly ſeen as through a Glals ; 


O'er 
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O'er Head and Body make a Rout, 
And drive at laſt all Secrets out: 
And ſtill, the more 1 ſhow my Art, 

The more they open every Haas. 
Asen Av Chymiſt none, than I, 
Who from Materials hard and dey, 
Have taught Men to extra with Skill, 
Nore precious Juice than from a Still. 
Artruovcn I'm often out of Caſe, 
Fm net aſham'd to ſhow my Face. 
Though at the Tables of the Great, 

E near the Side-board take my Seat; 
Vet, the plain Squire, when Dinner's * 
Is he ver pleas'd till I make one: 
He kindly bids me near him ſtand; 

And often takes me by the Hand. - 

I rwicg a Day a hunting go; 

Nor ever fail to ſeize my Fee; ꝶ k-kJéU 
And, when I have him by the Pole, 

I drag him upwards from his Hole 

Though ſome are of ſo ſtubbern Kind, 
Am forc'd to leave a Limb behind. 
I yovaLy wait ſome fatal End 

For, I can break, but ſcorn to dend. 


Another. 
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_ hither and behold the 3 
Vain Man, of all thy vain Purſuits, 
Take wiſe Advice, and look behind, 

Bring all pa Actions to thy Mind. 

Here you may ſee, as in aGlaſh, 
How ſoon all human Pleaſures * 
How will it mortify thy Pride, 
To turn the true im Side! 


How will your Eyes contain their Tears,. 
When all the ſad Reverſe appears 


Tuis Cave within its eh * 
The laſt Reſult of all Defig 
Here lye depoſited the Spoil. 
Of buſy Mortals endleſi Foils:: 
Here, with an ęaſy Search we fiad 
"The foul Corruptions of Mankind. 

The wretched Puxchaſs here behold = 
Of Traytors who their Country fold. 
Tunis Gulph inſatiable imbibes 

The Lawyer's Feas, the Stateſman's Bribes. 
Here, in their proper Shape and Mien, 


other. 
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| Naczssrry, the Tyrant's Law, 

| All human Race muſt hither draw: 

All prompted by the ſame Deſire, 

The vig'rous Youth, and aged Sire: 
Behold, the Coward, and the Brave, 
The beuphty Prince, the humble Slave, 

_ Phyſician, Lawyer, and Divine, 
All make Oblarions at this Shrine, 

Some enter boldly, ſome by Stealth, 

And leave behind their fruitleſs Wealth. 
For, while the baſhful Sylvan Maid, 
As half aſham'd, and half afraid, 
Approaching, finds it hard to part 
With that which dwelt ſo near ber Heart; 
The courtly Dame, unmov'd by Fear, 
Profuſely pours her Of rings here. 


A Tas here of Learning lurks, 
Huge Heaps of never-dying Works ; 
Labours of many an ancient Sage, 
And Millions of the preſent Age. 
In at this Gulph all Off rings paſs, 
And lye an undiftinguiſh'd Maſs. 
| Dewcalion, to reſtore Mankind > 
Was bid to throw the Stones bebind ; 
So, thoſe who here their Gifts convey, 
Are forc't to look another Way; 
For, few, a choſen few, muſt know, 
The Myſteries that lye below. 


Sap Charnel-houſe ! a diſmal Dome, 
For which all Mortals leave their Home; 
The Young, the Beautiful, and Brave, 


Here * in one common Grave; 


Where 


Z 


Where 
Unwho 
And lo 
points 
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Where each Supply of Dead renews 
Unwholſome Damps, offenſeve Decus: 
And lo! the Writing on the Walls 
Points out where each new Yifim falls; 
The Food of Worms, and Beaſts obſcene, 
Who round the Vault luxuriant reign. 


5x where thoſe mangled Corpſes lyc, 
Condemn'd by Female Hands to dye; 
A comely Dame once clad in white, 
Lyes there conſign'd to endleſs Night; 
By cruel Hands her Blood was ſpilt, 
And yet her Health was all her Guile, 


Aud here ſix Virginsin a Tomb, 
All beauteous Offsprings of one Wowby 
Oft in the Train of Venus ſeen, 
As fair and lovely as their Queen: 
In Royal Garments each was dreſt, 
Each with a Gold and Purple Veſt; 
I ſaw them of their Garments fi ipt, 925 
Their Throats were cut, their Bellies ript, 
Teice were they bury d, ice were born, 
Twice from their Supulchres were torn; 
But, now diſmember'd here are caft, 
And find a reſting Blace at laſt. 


Hax, oft the curious Tray'ller finds, 
The Combat of oppoſing Winds ; 
And ſeeks to learn the ſecret Cauſe, 
Which alien ſeems from Nature's Laws ; 
Why at this Cayg's tremendous Mouth, 
He feels at once both North and South: 
Whether the Winds in Caverns pent 
Through Clefts oppugnant farce a Vent: 
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178 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions, 
Or, whether, op 'ning all bis Stores 5 | 
Fierce Æolus in Tempeſts roars. 


Tur from this mingled Maſs of Things, 
In Time a new Creation ſprings. 
Theſe crude Materials once ſhall riſe, 
To fill the Earth, and Air, and Skies: 
In various Forms appear agen 
Of Vegetables, Brutes, and Men; | 
So Fovepronounc'd among the Gods, 
_ Olympus trembling as he nods. 


2 


ANOTHER, 
Logiſa to Strepbon. 


— _—— 4 


— 


Written in the Year 1724. 


Are, how can you deſpiſe 
Her, who, without thy Pity, dies? 

To Strephoy I have till been true, 

And of as noble Blood as you ; 

Fair Iſſue of the genial Bed, 

A Virgin in thy Boſom bred ; 

/ Embrac'd thee cloſer than a Wife ; 
When thee I leave, I leave my Life. 
Why ſhould my Shepherd take amiſs 
That oft I wake thee with a Kiſs? 

Yet you of ey'ry Kiſs complain; 
Ah, is not Love a pleaſing Pain? 


Poems on ſeveral Oceaffons. 

A Pain which ev'ry happy Night 

You cure with Eaſe and with Delight; 

With Pleaſure, as the Poet fings, 

Too great for Morrtals leſs than Kings. 
CHLOE, when on thy Breaft I lye, 

Obſerves me with revengeful Eye: 

If Chloe o'er thy Heart prevail, 

She'll tear me with her deſp'rate Nails; 

And with relentleſs Hands deftroy 

The tender Pledges of our Joy. 

Nor have I bred a ſpurious Race: 

They all were born from thy Embrace. 


Cons1Dgs, Strephon, what you do; 
For, ſhould I dye for Love of you, 
I'll haunt thy Dreams, a bloodleſs Ghoſt; 
And all my Kin, a num'rous Hoſt, 
Who down direct our Lineage bring 
From Victors o er the Mempbian King; 
Renown'd in Sieges and Campaigns, 
Who never fled the bloody Plains, 
Who in tempeſtuous Seas can ſport, 
And ſcorn the Pleaſures of a Court; 
From whom great Sylla found his Doom; 
Who ſcourg d to Death that Scourge of Rome, 
Shall on thee take a Vengeance dire; 
Thou, like Alcides, ſhalt expire, 
When his envenom'd Shirt he wore, 
And Skin and Fleſh in Pieces tore. 
Nor leſs that Shirt, my Rival's Gift, 
Cut from the Piece that made her Shift, 
Shall in thy deareſt Blood be dy'd, 
And make thee tear thy tainted Hyde. 


Another: 


Another. 


— | 
wats 77 
_ of Root, and Branch, and Rind, 
Yer Flow'rs I bear of ev'ry Kind; pad 
And ſuch is my prolific Pow'r, : 
They bloom in leſs than half an Hour: 85 
Yet Standers-by may plainly ſee | 
They get no Nouriſhment from me. © 
My Head, with Giddineſs, goes round; A 
And yet I firmly ſtand my Ground: 
All over naked I am ſeen, Toge 
And painted like an [lian Queen. Smit 
No Couple-Beggar in the Land The. 
E'erjoin'd ſuch Numbers Hand in Hand; Unite 
I join them fairly with a Ring; In Fi 
Nor can our Parſon blame the Thing; Appe 
And tho no Marriage Words are ſpokes | And 
| They part not till che Ring is broke. | On a 
Yet hypocrite Fanaticks cry, ; 80 
I'm but an Idol rais d on high; All! 
And once a Weaver in our Town, Whiz 
A damn'd Cromwellian, knock'd me down. Dua 
I lay 2 Priſoner twenty Years; 2 9 Scotc. 
And then the Jovial Cavaliers Wit 
To their old Poſts reſtor d all Three, Tog 
'T meanthe Church, the King, and Me. 
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PROMETHEUS. 
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As when the Squire and Tinker, Mod, 
Gravely conſulting freland's Good, 

Together mingl'd in a Maſs | 

Smith's Duſt, and Copper, Led and Braſs; 

The Mixture thus by Chymick Art 

United cloſe inev'ry Part, 


In Fillets roll'd, or cut in Pieces, 

Appear'd like one continued Species; 

And by the forming Engine ſtruck. 

On all the ſane /mprefſion ſtuck. 

So, to confound this bated Coin, 

All Parties and Religions join; 

Whigs, Tories, Trimmers, Hanoveriats, 

Quakers, Conformiſts, Persbyterians. 

» Wl Scotch, Iriſh, Engliſh, French, unite 

With equal Int reſt, equal Spight ; 
Together mingled in a Lump, 

7" % + Honda By And 
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And ev'ry one begins to find Twa 
Tue lame In preſſton on his Mind. ve The 
| A STRANGE Event! whom Goldincites, And 1 
To Hlood and Quarrek, Bra unites? [EF Sent 


— 3 


So Goldſmith's ſay, the coar 2 Stuff 
Will ſerve for Solder well enough: 
So, by the Kettle s loud Alarm, 
The Bees are gether'd to a Sevarn : 
So, by the Brazen Trumpet's Blufter, 
Troops of all Tongues and Nations muſter: 
And ſo the Ham of Ireland brings = 
Whole Crowds about its Brazen — 


bs | 


Taxa! is « Chain let down from Jove, Foy 
But faften'd' to his Throne above; 5 
So ſtrong, that from the lower End, 

They ſay, all human Things depend: 
ITnis Chain, as antient Poets hold, 
When Jouve was young, was made of Gold, 
Prometheus once this Chain purloin'd. 
Diſſolv'd, and into Mexey coin'd ; 

Tien whips me on a Chain of Braſs, 
(Venus was brib'd to let it paſs.) 


Now, while this brazen Chain proven, 
Tout (aw that all Devotion fail'd ; 
No Temple to his Godſhip mird; : 
No Sacrifice on Altars blaz d; 
In ſhort, ſuch dire Confuſion follow d, 
Earth muſt have been in Chaos ſwallow'd. 
Jode Rood ama d, but looking round, 
With much ado * Cheat he found; "T was 


. 4 eee e been triked © 


Wood. 
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Twas plain he could no longer hold 
The World in any Chain but Gold; 


And to the God of Wealth, his Brorher, 
dent Meremy to get another, 5 


III. 


Prometheus on a Rock was laid, 
Ty'd with the Chain himſelf had made; 
On Icy Caucaſus to ſhiver, 
While Vultures eat his growing Liver; 


IV. 


Ye Pow'rs of Sn fireet, make n me cable, 
Diſcreetly to apply this Fable, 
Say, who is to be underſtood 
By that old Thief Prometheus? Woop. 
For Fove, it is not hard to gueſs him, 
I mean His Mx, God bleſs Him. : 
This Thief and Blackſmith was ſo bold, 
He ftrove to ſteal that Chain of Gold, 
Which links the Subject to the King; 
And change it for a Brazen String. 
But ſure, if nothing elſe muſt paſs 
Between the King and us but Braſs, | 
Although the Chain will never crack, 
Yet our Devotion may grow flack. 
Bur Jobe will ſoon convert, I hope, 
This brazen Chain into a Rope ; 
With which Prometheus ſhall be ty'd, 
And high in Air for ever ride; | 
Where, if we find his Liver grows, 


Twas 
; For want of Vuljures we have Crows 


—_— 


Ferſes on the * Jadge who condemned 
be N $ Printer. 


Written E the Than 1 74. 
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T* Church T hate, and have good Reaſon: | 
For, there my Grandſire cut his Weren: : 
He cut his Weazon at the Altar; 


I keep my Gullet for the Haker. 


On the fume: 


Þ Church your Grandfire cut his Throat ; | 
To do the Jobb too long he tarry'd, 
Le ſhould have had my hearty Vote, 
To cut his Throat before he marry d. 
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2 On the ſame. 


The Judge ſpeaks. 
1 M not the Grandſon of that Aſs * Quin; 
Nor can you prove it, Mr. Paſuin. 
My Grand- dame had Gallants by Twenties, 
And bore my Mother by a Prentice. 
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* An Alderman. 
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This, 
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This, when my Grandſire knew; they tell us he, 
In Chriſt- Church cut his Throat for Jealouſy. 
And, ſince the Alderman was mad you ſay, 
Then, I muſt be fo too, ex traduce. 


— _ 


—-—— —_ 
— — „ 


STE LL 4's Birth-Day. 


4 great Bottle of Wine, long buried, being z 


That 2 dun = 


a Wannen about the Vear 1722. 


— o my 3 Verſe to pav, 
By Duty bound, on Stellas Day; 

Furniſh'd with Paper, Pens, and Ink, 

I gravely ſat me down to think: 

bit my Nails, and ſcratch'd my Head, 

But found my Wit and Fancy fled: 

Or, if with more than uſual Pain, 

A Thought came ſlowly from my Brain, 

It coſt me Lord knows how much Time 

To ſhape it into Senſe and Rhyme : 

And, what was yet a greater Curſe, 
Long- thinking made my Fancy worle. 
Fossaxzx by tht inſpiring Nine, 

I waited at Apollo's Shrine; 


I told him what the World would fay 
It Stellz were unſung To-day; 
| 2 
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186 Poems on ſeveral Occafions. 
How I ſhould hide my Head for Shame, 
When both the Facks and Robin came 
Tow Ford would frown, how Jim would leer; 
How Sh— the Rogue would ſheer : 
And ſwear it does not always follow, 
That Semeſn anno ridet Apollo, 
* T have affur'd them Twenty Times, 
That Phoebus help'd me in my Rhymes; 
 Phebus inſpir'd me from above, 
- And He and I were Hand and Glove. 
But finding me ſo dull and dry fince, 
They'll call it all poetick Licence: 
And when I brag of Aid Divine, 
Think Euſden's Right as good as mine. 


Non do I ask for Stella's Sake; 
. Tis my own Credit lies at Stake. 
And Stella will be ſung, while 1 
Can only be a Stander- by. 


APOLLO, having thought a nale, 
Return d e to a Tittle. 


Tnov on you ſheuld live like old Methuſalem, 
I furniſh Hints, and you ſhould uſe all em; 
You yearly ſing as ſhe grows old, 
You'd leave her Virtues half untold. 

But to ſay Truth, ſuch Dulneſs reigns 
Through the whole Set of Fj Deans ; 
I'm daily ſtunn'd with ſuch a Medley, 
Dean #—-4&, Dean D=—1, and Dean —"—_ 
That, let what Dean ſoever come, 
My Orders are, T'm nat at Home; 
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And if your Voice had not been loud, 
You muſt have paſt d among the Crowd. 
Bur now, your Danger to prevent, 
You muſt apply to * Mrs. Brent. 
For ſhe, as Prieſteſs, knows the Rites 
Wherein the God of Earth delights. 
Firſt, nine Ways looking, let her ſtand 
With an old Poker in her Hand ; 
Let her deſcribe a Circle rend | 
In + Saunder's Cellar on the Ground: 
A Spade let prudent + Archy hold, 
And with Diſcretion dig the Mould : 
Let Stella look with watchful Eye, 
Rebecca, Ford, and Grattans by. 
Bznorp the Bor rr, where it lies 
With Neck elated tow'rds the Skies ! 
The God of Winds and God of Fire, 
Did to its wond'rous Birth confpire ; 
And Bacchus, for the Poct's Uſe, 
Pour'd in a ſtrong infpiring Juice: 
See! as you raiſt it from its Tomb, 
It drags behind a ſpacious Womb, 
And in the ſpacious Womb contains 
A fov'reign Med'cine for the Brains. 


You'tr find it ſoon if Fate conſents; 3 
If not, a Thouſand Mrs. Brents, . 
Ten Thouſand Archys arm'd with Spades, 
May dig in vain to Pluto's Shades. 
From thence a plentcous Draught infuſe, 
And boldly then invoke the Muſe; 
SES | (But 
* The Houſekeeper. 4 The Butle, 
+ The Foetman. © A Lady, Friend to Stella. | 
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(But firſt let * Rober?, on his Knees, 


With Caution drain it from the Lees) 
The Muſe will at your Call appear, 


With S?ella's Praiſe to crown the Year, 


* The Valet. bs 


—— 


4 RECEIPT to reflre STELLA, 
"DK 


Wranes 3 in » the Yuan 1724-5. P 


T.. — Hinds too poor . to N 
In froſty Nights their ſtarving Cows, 


While not a Blade of Grafs, or reve 


Appears rr 


Muſt let their Cattle range in vain 
For Food, along the barren Plain; 
Meager and lank with faſting grown, 


And nothing left but Skin and Bone; 
Expos'd to Want, and Wind, and Weather, 
They juſt keep Life and Soul together, Fr 
Till Summer Show'rs and Ey'ning Dew, 


Again the verdant Glebe renew ; 


And as the Vegetables riſe, (2 ng 
The famiſh't Cow her Want ſupplies ; 
Without an Ounce of laſt Year's Fleſh, 
Whate'er ſhe gains is young and freſh ; 


Grows plump and round, and full of: Merney. | 


As rifing from Medea's Ln; 3 i 
Wich 


4 
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With Youth and Beauty to enchant 

Exropa's counterfeit Gallant. | 
War, Hella, ſhould you Mir your Brow; 

It I compare you to the Cow? 

'Tis juſt the Caſe ; For you have faſted 

So long till all your Fleſh is waſted, 

And muſt againſt the warmer Days 

Be ſent to Quika down to graze ; 

Where Mirth, and Exerciſe, and Air, 

Will ſoon your Appetite repair. 

The Nutriment will from within, 

Round all your Body, plump your Sein; 

Will gitate the zy Flood, 

And fill your Veins with ſprightly Blood: 

Nor Fleſh nor Blood will be the ſame, 

Nor ought of Stella, but the Name; 

For, what was ever nnderftood 

By human Kind, but Fleſh and Blood? 

And if your Fleſh and Blood be new, 

You']l be no more your former Yo ; 

But for a blooming Nympb will paſs, 

Juſt Fifteen, coming Summer's Graſs : 

Your jetty Locks with Garlands crown _— 

While all the Squires from nine Miles round, = 

Attended by a Brace of Cur, ö 

With Jocky Boots, and Silver Spurs; 

No leſs than Juſtices o. Qyorum, 


Their Cow-boys bearing Cloaks before um, 


Shall leave deciding broken Pates, 

To kiſs your Steps at Quilca Gates; 
But, left you ſhould my Skill diſgrace, 
Come back before you're out of Cale; For 


24 Friend's Houſe ſeven or eight Miles from Dublin? 
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For if to Michaelmas you ſtay, | 
The new-born Fleſh will melt away; ' 
The Sonkrwatn tears wit hy thai os 
For better Game, look for Grouſe : 

But here, before the Froſt can marr it, 
We'll make it firm with Beef and Claret, 


— 


#4 'S 17 


To 
2 7 L A 


A Country Houſe i in no very good Repair, 
| where the ſuppoſed Author, and ſome of 


his Friends, ſpent a n in the 
Tear 1725. 


Far me thy Properties MER 
A rotten'Cabbin, dropping Rain ; 

Chimaies with Scorn rejecting Smoak; 
Stools, Tables. Chairs, and Bed-fteds broke: 
Here Elements have loft their Uſes, 
Air ripens not, nor Earth produces: 

In vain we make poor Sbeelab toil, 
Fire will not roaſt, nor Water boil. 
Thro' all the Vallies, Hills, and Plains, 
The Goddeſs Want in Triumph reigns ; 
And her chicf Officers of State, 

Sloth, Dirt, and T beft around her wait. 
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A SIMILE, « on on fans of Silver, ad 
the caly nes I-51 


7 | | 1 a — a N — 
25 Written i in the Year 1725. | 
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$ when of old, ſome Sorc'reſs threw 

O'er the Moon's Face a fable Hue, 

To drive unſcen her magick Chair, 

At Midnight, through the dark'ned Air; 

Wiſe People, who beliey'd with Reaſon 

That this Eclipſe was out of Seaſon, 

Affirm'd the Moon was fick, and fell 

To cure her by a Counter-ſpell: _ 

Ten thouſand Cymbals now begin 

To rend the Skies with brazen Din; 

The Cymbals rattling Sounds diſpell 

The Cloud, and drive the Hag to Hell: 

The Moon, deliver'd from her Pain, 

Diſplays her Silver Face again. 

(Note here, that'in the Chymick Style, 

The Moon is Silver all this while.) 
So, (if my Simile you minded, 

Which, 1 confeſs, is too long winded) 

When late a Feminine Magician, 

Join'd with a brazen Politician, _- 

Expos d, to blind the Nation's Eyes, 

A * Parchment * prodigzens Size; 


_= 
A Aba u W. Wool, fr ant re. 
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| Conceal'd behind that ample Screen, 

There was no Silver to be ſeen. 

But, to this Parchment let the Draper 
Oppoſe his Counter-Charm of Paper, 

And ring Food's Copper in our Ears 

So loud, till all the Nation hears; 
That Sound will make the Parchment Tkrivel; 
And drive the Conj rers t6 the Devil: 

And when the Sky is grown ſerene, 


Our Silver will N again. 


p . —„»—m 


0 
7 O O D the Iron-monger. 
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aue n gg as the Grecian Tale is, 
Was a mad Copper-Smith of Elis« 
Up at his Forge by Morning: pep, 
No Creature in the Lane could ſleep. 
Among a Crew of royſt'ring Fellows - 
Would fit whole Evnings at the Ale · houſe: 
His Wife and Children wanted Bread, 
While he went always drunk to Bed. 
This vapꝰ ring Scab muſt nerds deyiſe 
To ape the Thunder of the Skies; 
Wich Braſs two ficry Steres he ed, 
To make a Clatt' ring a as .they wed. 


er. 


Vox. II. 8 
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Of poliſh't Braſs, his flaming Car, „„ 
Like Lightning dazzled from a- far: 

And up he mounts into the Box, 

And He muſt thunder with a Pox. 

Then, furious he begins his March; ! 
Drives rattling o'er a brazen Arch: 

With Squibs and Crackers arm'd, to throw 
Among the trembling Croud below. 

All ran to Pray'rs, both Prieſts and Laity, 


To pacify this angry Deity ; 
When Fove in Pity to the Town, 


With real Thunder knock'd him down; 
Then what a huge Delight were all in, 
To ſee the wicked Varlet ſprawling; 
They ſearch't his Pockets on the Place, 
And found his Copper all was baſe ; 
They laught at ſuch an Iriſb Blunder, 
Totake the Noiſe of Braſs for Thunder! 


Taz Moral of this Tale is proper, 
Apply'd to Hood's adult rate Copper. 
Which, as he ſcatter d, we like Dolts, ; 
Miſtook at firſt for Thunder-Bolts; 

Before the Drapier ſhot a Letter, 
(Nor Fove himſelf could doit better) 
Which lighting on th* Impoſtor's Crown, 
Like real Thunder knock't him down. 


10 O D, 
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BY. long Obſervation I have underſtood, 

That three little Vermia are kin to V. Hou: 
The firſt is au Inſect they call a N Louſe, 
That folds up itſelf in itſelf for a Houſe: 

Asround as a Ball, without Head without Tail, 

| Inclos'd Cap-a pee in a ſtrong Coat of Mail. 
And thus Wiliam I cod to my Fancy appears 

In Fillets of Bras voll'd up to his Ears: 

And, over theſe Fillets he wiſely has thrown, 
To keep out of Danger, * a Doublet of Stone. 


Tus Lou of the Wood for x Med cine is us. d, Vale 
Or ſwallou d alive, or skilfully bruis'd, 
And, let but our Mother Hibernia contrive 
To ſwallow Vill. Mod either bruis d or alive. 

She need be no more with the Jaundice poſſeſd't, 
Or ſick of Olſtructions, and Pains in ber Cheſt. 


Tus bes bs an Info we call a Mats Warm, * 4 

That lies in old Mood like a Hare in her Form; 

With Teeth or with Claws it will bite or will 
ſcratch: | 

And Chambermaids chriſten this Worm a Deatte 

+ Wach: | 

Becauſe like a Watch it always cryes Click : 

Then Woe be to thoſe in the Houſe who are fick: 


EY For, 
He was in Fayl for Debt. 
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—— Wor, as ſure as a Gun they will give up the Ghoſt, 
If the Magget cries Click when it ſcratches the Poſt. 
But a Kettle of ſcalding hot Water injected, 
Infallibly cures the Timber affected; 
The Omen is broke, the Danger is over ; 
The Maggot will dye, and the Sick will recover. 
Such a Worm was i. Wied when he ſcratcht at 

; the Door 
Of a governing Stateſman, or favourite Whore: 
The Death of our Nation it ſeem'd to foretell. 
And the Sound of his'Braſs we took for our Knell. 
But now, fince the — hath heartily maul d 

him, 

I think the beſt Thing we can dois to ſcald him. 
For which Operation there's nothing more proper 
Then the Liquor he deals in, his own melted Cop- 


Unleſs, like the Dutch, you rather would boyt 
This Coyner of * Raps in a Cauldron of Oyl. 
Then chuſe which you pleaſe, and let each bring a 
Faggot, 
For our Fear's at an End with the Death of the 
Maggot. 


* Acant Ward in Iceland for anf Half pomvy. 
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HORACE Book L 
ODE XIV. 


O navis, re — &c. 


Paraphraſed and Inſeribedto I R EL AND. 


Written i in the Vaan 1726. 


"The INSCRIPTION. 


Poor floating Ie, toft on ill Fortune's Wave, 
Ordain d by Fate to be the Land of Slaves: 
Shall moving Delos now deep-rooted ſtand, _ 
Thou, fixt of old, be now the moving Land? 
Abo the Metaphor be corn and ftale, 
Betwixt a State, and Veſſel under Sail; 


Let me ſuppoſe thee fir a Ship a while, 
And thus addreſs thee inthe Sailor Stile. 


4 1 Ship, thou art return'd in vain: 
New Waves ſhalldrive thee to the Deepagain. 
Look to thy ſelf, and be no more the 8 port 
2; Of giddy Winds, but make ſome friendly _ 


1. O navis, referent in mare t e novi 
Fluctuß. 


2.— Fortiter occupa 
Pertum. | # 


wo  - 
ys — 


— zj 
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. Loft are thy Oars that us d thy Courſe to guide, 
Like faithful Counſellors on either Side. f 
. Thy Maft, which like ſome aged Patriot ſtood 
The ſingle Pillat for his Country's Good, 
To lead thee, as a Staff directs the Blind, 
Behold, it cracks by yon rough Eaſtern Wiad. 
5. Your Cables burſt, and you muſt quickly feel 
The Waves impettous enter at your Keel. 
Thus, Commonwealths receive a foreing Yoke, 
When the ſtro ong Cords of Union once are broke, 
6. Torn by a ſudden Tempeſt is thy Sail, : 
Expanded to invite a milder Gale. 


As when ſome Writer in a publick Cauſe, 
His Pen to fave a ſinking Nation draws, 
While all is Calm, his Arguments prevail, 
| The People's Voice expand his Paper Sail; 

"Till Pon r diſcharging all her ſtormy Bag, 

Flutters the feeble Pamphlet into Rags. 

The Nation ſtarꝰd, the Author doom d to Death, 

Who fondly put his Truſt in pop'lar Breath. 

A LanGEn Sacrifice in vain you vow ; 
. There's not a Pow'r above will help you now: 

A Nation thus, who oft Heav'ns Call neglects, 

In yain from injur'd Ben n Relief expects. 


a 


8. Twuz | 
ain, 3. Nadum remigio latws. | | 
t 4. — AHalus celeri ſaucins Afri 100 
ort 3. — Ac ſone fans 
0 Vir durare caring 


Poſpnt e - 


6. Non tibi E un lintea: 
7. Nen Dii, quos iterum preſſ doces maln. 


. 
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8. Twirr not avail, when ny firong Sides are 
broke, 5 
That thy Deſcent is * the Britib Oak: 
Or when your Name and Family you boaſt, 
From Fleets triumphant o'er the Gallick Coaſt. 
Such was /erne's Claim, as juſt as thine, 
Her Sons deſcended from the Britiþ Line; 
Her matchleſs Sons; whoſe Valour ſtill remains 
On French Records, for Twenty long Campaigns: 
Yet from an Empreſs, now a Captive grown, 
She ſav'd Britannia's Rights, and loſt her own. 


5. In Ships decay'd no Mariner confides, 
Lur'd by the gilded Stern, and painted sides 
Jet, at a Ball, unthinking Fools delight 
In the gay Trappings of a Birth-Day Night: 
They on the Gold Brocades and Satins rav d, 
And quite forgot their Country was enſlav d. 


10. DRA Veſſel, ſtill be to thy Steerage juſt; 
Nor change thy Courſe with ev'ry ſudden Guſt; 
Like ſupple Patriats of the modern Sort, 
Who turn with er Ty Gale that un from 

It. We ARY No Sea- ſick when i in then confin'd, 
Now, for thy Safety, Cares diſtract my Mind. 


1. Quamvis Pontica pinus, " 
Se fiia nobilis. 
2. Nil pittis timidus navita puppibus. 
10. Fdit tu, niſi ventis- 0 
Debes ludibrium cave. © © 
1. Nuperſollicitum qua mibi tediurs,, 
Nunc d. ſiderium, curaque non * | 
Interſuſa nitentes | 
Ties <quara ( acladan 
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As thoſe who long have ſtood the Storms of State, 
Retire, yet ſtill bemoan their Country's Fate. 
Beware, and when. you hear the Surges roar, 
Avoid the Rocks on Britain's angry Shore: 

They lye, alas! too eaſy to be found, 

For thee alone they lye the Iſland round. 


. 


— — — — 
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Clever Tom cnack going to be 
"MO 


—.— in the "I Ai . 5 


8 


AS a clever Tan om | Clinch, while the Rabble Was. 
bawling, 


Rode ately through Holbowrn, to die in his Call- 
ing ; 

He ftopt br Geerge for a Bottle of Sack, 

And promis'd to pay for it when he'd come back; 

His Waiſtcoat and Stockings, and Breeches were 

| _— 

His Cap had a-new Cherry Ribbon to thts. 

The Maids to the Doors and the Balconies ran,. 
And ſaid, lack-a-day ! he's a proper young Man. 

Bur, as from the Windows the Ladies he ſpy'd, 

Like a Beau in the Box, he bow'd'tow on each 
15 Side; 

And when his laſt Speech the loud Hawkers did er 
He ſuare from his Cart, it was.all a damo'd Lye. 


— . 


200 Poems on ſeveral Orcaſſons: 

The Hangman for Pardon fell down on his Knee; 

Tom gave him a Kick in the Guts for his Fee; 

Then fa ſaid, I muſt ſpeak to the People a little, 

But I'll ſee you all damn'd before I will * dini. 

My honeſt Friend + 7 Ha, tay he long hold his 
Place, 

Helengthen'd my Life with a whole Year of 8 | 

Take Courage, dear Comrades, and be not afraid, 

Nor ſlip this Oceaſion to follow your Trade. 

My Conſcience is clear, and my ſpirits are calm, 

And thus I go off without Pray'r-Book or Pſalm. 

Then follow the Practice of clever Tom Clinch, 

Who hung like a Hero and never would flinch, 


* 4 Cant Word fot confeſſing at the Gallows 
+ nn, 5 
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On matt Dr. Young's 47 called ibs 
Pride. Paſſion, by which he means 
Pride. 


© 4 n ; " " % * + : . 
p py * 9 
9 am 0 . 1 5 


Written in the Iran 1726. * 


Ir there be Truth in what you ling; 
Such God- like Virtues in the King; ; 
A * Miniſter fo fill'd with Zeal 
And wiſdom for the Common-weal; 


, — If 
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+ If he who in the * Chair preſides, 
go ſteadily the Senate guides: | 
If others whom you make your Theme; 
Are Seconds in this glorious Scheme : 
| his If ev'ry Peer whom you commend, 
To Worth and Learning be a Friend. 


ace · If this be Truth, as you atteſt, 

aid, What Land was ever half ſo bleſt! 
No Falſhood now among the Great, 

, And Tradeſmen now no longer cheat; 


Now on the Bench fair Juſtice ſhines, 
Her Scale to neither Side inclines. 
Now Pride and Cruelty are flown, 
And Mercy here exalts her Throne. 
For ſuch is good Example's Power, 
It does its Office ev'ry Hour, 3 
LY Where Governors are good and wiſe, 
8 Or elſe the trueſt Maxim fes; 
* For, ſo we find, all antient Sages 
be Decree, that ad exemplum Regis, 8 
Hs Through all the Realm his Virtues run, 1 
Rip'ning and kindling like the Sun, , 
If thisbe true, then how much more, 


— When you have nam'd at leaſt a Score 
Of Courtiers, each in their Degree - 
— If poſſible as good as he. | _ 


Ox, take it in a diff rent View: 
Lask, if what you ſay be true, 
If you affirm the preſent Age 
Deſerves your Satyr's keeneſt Rage: 
It that ſome Univerſal Paſſion, 
Wich ey'ry Vice hath fill'd the Nation: 


Compton, the Speaks. — | 


It Bankrupts, when they are undone, 
And ſell their Votes at ſuch a Rate 


If Law be ſuch a partial Whore, 


o. ſri Paſes written upon Windows | in 


And fairly bid the Dowel take 
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If Virtue dares not venture down : es 
A ſingle Step below the Crown: | 
If Clergymen, to ſhew their Wit, 


Praiſe Claſficks more than Holy Writ: 


Into the Senate-houſe can run; 


BY 

\ 
In thi 
| None 


As will retrieve a loſt Eſtate. 


To ſpare the Rich, and plague the Poor. 
If theſe be of it Crimes the worſt; 
Wet Land v was ever half fo curſt ? 


F 5 E ** 
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Iuns. 
"Wrinen in the Ter pry „„ 
| — — Th 
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Tus _ who ſaid 4 be ſhould be proud. 
| Of Windows in his Breaſt ; 5 


Becauſe he ne er one Thought dd 


That might not be confe 't: 
His Window ſcrawl'd by ev'ry Rake, 
His Breaft again would cover; 


The Di'mond and the Lover. 


Both, Weather-beaten are without ; 
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Another. 


V Satan taught, all Con rers know 

Your MiſtreG in a Glaſs to ſhow, 

And, you can do as much: 3 
In this the Dev'l and you agree; _ 5 


B 


| None &'er made Verſes worſe than he, 


And thine I ſwear are ſach. 


Another. 


HAT Love l is the Devil, Pl prove when re- 
reer 
Theſe Rhimers abundantly ſhow it; 
They ſwear that they all by Love are inſpir'd, 
And, the Devil's a damnable Poer. 


Another. 


HE Charch aliens here,. 2 


Are very near a-kin; 
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Weirteni in «the Year 1736. 


ee | 


ORDANTO fills the Trump of 3 . 


The Chriſtian World his Deeds proclaim, 
And Prints are crowded with his Name. 


In Journeys he out-rides the Poſt, 
Sits up till Midnight with his Hoſt, 
Talks Politicks, and gives the Toaſt; 3 

Knows ev'ry Prince in Eames Face, AT 
Flies like a Squib from Place to Place, | 
And travels not, but runs a Race. 

From Paris Gazette Ila main, 
This Day arriv'd without his Train, DPS 
Mordento in a Weck from Spain. 

A MzsszNOEA comes all areck, 
| Mordanto at Madrid to ſeek; -- 

He left the Town above a Week. 

Nxxr Day the Poſt-boy winds his Horn, 

And rides through Dover in the Morn; 

| Mordants's landed from Legbory. | 

| Meordanto gallops on alone, Te 

The Roads are with his Foll'wers frown, 24 

This breaks a Girth, and that a Bone. | 

His Body active as his Mind, 
Returning ſound in Limb and Wind, 

Except ſome Leather loſt behind, 
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A SxxLETON in outward Figure, 
His meagre Corps, though full of Vigour, 
Would halt behind him, were it eber. 
So wonderful his. Expedition, 
When you have not the leaſt Suſpicion, 
He's with you like an Apparition. 

Sn1NZs in all Climates like a Star; 
In Senates bold, and fierce. in War, 
A Land- Commander, and a Tarr. 
Hzaeicx Actions early bred in 
Ne er to be match t in modern Reading, 
But by his Name - ſake Charles of Sa. 


— — 
- 4 4 


ADVICE ! to the Grub-fireet Fore | 
$i Writers. 
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| Writen i in the Year 1746. 


5 


ly Poets ah and forlorn, 
. Down from your Grows haſte, 
Ye Rhimers, dead as ſoon as born, 
Not yet conſigu d to Paſte; 
I know a Trick to make you thrive; 
O, tis a quaint Device: 
Your ſtill-born Poems ſhall tevive, 
And ſcorn to wrap up Spice. 
Geral your Verſes printed fair, 
- Then, let them well be dry'd; 
And, Curl myſt have. a ſpecizl Gare | 
To leave the Margin wide. 
A Vor. II. T Lend 
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Lend theſe to Paper-ſparing 2 oc i" . The 
And, when he fits to write, Ge e 
No Letter with an Envelope An 
Could give him more Delight. 1 Let n 
An 
When Poe ba ltd he Mi ond, + 
Why, then recal your Loan; ws l Ws 
Sell them to Carl for Fifty Pound, ; 
And ſwear "RO e 
92 H E 


DO G and | THIEF 
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Written is the 10 N 


Uoru the Thief to the Dog; let 6 into > yous — 
Door, 

And ru give you theſe delicate Bies : Re 
Quoth the Dog, I ſhould then be mare villin tha 
you're, TOOL 

And beſides muſt be cut of my Wits: 1 
Tour delicate Bits will not ſerve me a Meal, 
= my Maſter each Day gives me Bread; 
dull fly when 175 bet what you come here to 

ſteal, 


And I muſt be ed your Sed, 
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The Stock-jobber thus, from n goes 
r 
And tips you the Freeman a Wink; 


Let me have but your Vote to ſerve for the Town, 
And here is a Guinea to drink. 


Sad the Freeman, your Guinea arcs would be 
D ſpent, 

Your Offers of Bribery ceaſe; 
Il vote for my Landlord to whom I pay Rent, 

Or elſe I may forfeit my Leaſe. 


From London they come, ſilly People to chouſe, 
Their Lands and their Faces unknown; 

Who'd vote a Rogue into the Parliament-houſe, 

That would turn a Man out of his own? 


- 1 „ . 
. ws . : x . 4 . \ . . . 4 
2 — 


2 bile be Was | writing the Du 


1— 


__—_ 


Wien: in the Ter 264. 


pore r has the Talent well to 1 
But not to reach the Ear; 
His loudeſt Voice is low — 79s i 
The Dean too deaf to hear. 


A while they on each other look, 
Then diff*rent Studies chuſe ; 

The Deas fits plodding on a Book, 
Pope walks, and courts the Muſe. 6 
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Now Backs of Letters, though defign's = 
For thoſe, who more will need em, 
Are fill'd with Hints, and interlir'd, 
- Himſelf can hardly read em. 
Each Atom by ſome other ſtruck, 
All Turns and Motions tries; 


Till in a Lump together ſtuck, 
Behold a Poem riſe! 


Vet to the Denn his Share allot; 
He claims it by a Canon; 
That, without which a Thing is 1, 
Is, cauſi ſirit qua"rmow | 
| Thas, Pope, in vain you boaſt your Wit; 
Por, had our deaf Divine 
Been for your Converſation fit, _ 
You had not writ RE. 
Of * Sherlock "thus, fo 
The Sexton reaſon'd well, 
Andyuſtly half the Merit claim d, 
2 he * the Bell. 


— 
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HIS Day, whate'er the Fates decree, 
Shall fili be kept with Joy by mie: 


* N. B. Net g. preſent Bi iin bis 
Father, who was Dean of St. por, fu on- 


ene, Ving N ef ut 


CT 
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This Day then, let us not be told, 
That you are fick, and I grown old, _ 


Nor think on our approaching Ills, 


And talk of Spectacles and Pills. 
To-morrow will be time enough 

To hear fuch maortifying Stuff. 180 
Yet, ſince from Reaſon may be brought 

A better and more pleaſing Thought, 
Which can in ſpite of all Decays, 
Support a few remaining Days: 
From not the graveſt of Nivines, 
Accept for once ſome ſerious Lines 


Al r nouen we now can form no more 
Long Schemes of Life, as heretofore ; 
Yet you, while Time is running faſt, 
Can look with Joy on what is paſt. ' 

Wax future Happineſs and Pain, 
A mere Contrivance'of the Brain, 
As Atheiſts argue, to entice, 
And fit their Proſelytes for Vice; 

(The only Comfort they propoſe, 

To have Companions in their Woes.) 

Grant this the Caſe; yet ſure tis hard, 

That Virtue, ſtil'd its own Reward, 

And by all Sages underftood: 

To be the chief of human Good, 

Should, acting, die, nor leave behind 

Some laſting Pleaſure in the Mind; erte nt 
Which by Remembrance will aſſwage 17 
Grief, Sickneſs, Poverty, and Age; oo 
And ſtrongly ſhoot a radiant Dart, c 
To ſhine through Liga declining Part. 
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| Sar, Stella, feel yon no no Content, 

Reflecting on a Liſe well ſperit ? 

Your skilful Hand employ d to fave 

Deſpairing W retcheg from the Grave; 

And then ſupporting, with your Store, 

Thoſe, whom you dragg'd from Death vere: 

(So Providence on Mortals waits, 

Preſerving what it firſt creates) 

Your gen'rous Boldiiefs to defend 

An innocent and abſent Friend: : 
That Courage which ein make you ya, 

To Merit humbled in the Duſt: 

The Deteſtation you expreſs 

For Vice in all its glitt ring Dreſs ! 

That Patience under tort ring Pain, 

SnaLL theſe, like empty Shadows, pais, 
Or Forms reflected from a Glaſs?) | 

Or mere Chimæra's in the Mind, 

| That fly and leave no Marks behind) 

Does not the Body thrive and grow 

By Food of Twenty Years ago ? 

And, had it not been ſtill ſupply d, 

It maſt a thoufand Times have dy'd. 

Then, who with Reaſon can maintain, 

That no Effects of Food remain? 

And, is not Virtue in Mankind 

The Nutriment that feeds the Mind? 


Upheld by each good Action paſt, 


And ſtill continued by the laſt: 
Tben, who with Reaſon can pretend, 
That all Effects of Virtue end! 


BE · 
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Bain vr me Heile, when you how 
That true Contempt for Things below, 
Nor prize your Life for other Ends 
Than merely to oblige your Friends; 
Your former Actions claim their Part, 
And join to fortify your Heart. 
For Virtue in her daily Race, 
Like Janus, bears a double Face ; 
Looks back with Joy where the has gone, 
She at your fickly Couch will wait, 
And guide you to a better Srate. 


O ragn, whatever Heav'n intends, 
Take Pity on your pitying Friends; 


21· 


Orgs ten Sep of Cloning EY, 
And think it far beneath your Due; 
You, to whoſe Care ſooft I owe, 
. 


* * 


To STELLA rife me in my 


Pat — Stella's Wit 
Shine more chen for her Sex was fit; 


And that her Beauty, ſoon or late 
Might breed Confuſion in the State, | 
In high Concern for human Kind, .. 
Fixt Honour in her Infant Mind. 
Bur, (not in Wranglings to engage. 
With ſuch a ſtupid vicious Age 
If Honour I would here define, 
It anſwers Faith in Thiogs divine. 
As nat'ral Life the Body warms, |: by 
And Scholars teach, the Soul informs.;. 9 
So Honour animates the Whole, ä 
And is the Spirit of the Soul. 


'Txoss num'rous Virtues which che Tribe 0 

Of tedious Moraliſts deſcribe, 1 | 

And by ſuch various Titles calls. 

True Honour comprehends them a. 

Let Melancholy rule ſupreme, 

Choler preſide, or Blood or Phlegm. 

E makes no Diff rence in the Caſe, 
Nor is Complexion Honour's Place. 

Bur, leaſt we ſhould for Honour take 

The drunken Quarrels of a Rake; 

Or think it ſeated. in a. Scar 

Or on a proud triumphal Car; 

Or ia the Payment of a Debt 

We loſe with Sharpers at piquet; 

Or, when a Whore in her Vocation, 

Keeps punctual to an Aſſig nation 

Or that on which his Lordſhip ſwears, 

When vulgar Knaves would looſe their Ears: 

Let Stella's fair Example preach. 

& Leſſon ſhe alone can teach. 


. 1 ö h 
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In. Points of Honour to be try d.,. 

All Paſſions muſt be laid aſide: 
Ask no Advice, but think alone: 
Suppoſe the Queſtion not your on: 
How ſhall I act ? is not the Caſe; 
But how would Braves in my Place ? 
In ſuch a Cauſe would Gato bleed? 
And how would Sterates proceed? 


Darvs all Objectibns from your Mind. 
Elſe you relapſe to human Kind: : 
Ambition, Avarice, and Luſ t, 
And factious Rage, and Breach of Tru; 

And Flatt'ry tipt with nHauſeous Fleer, 
And guilty Shame, and ſervile Fear, 

Envy, and Cruelty, and Fride, 
mn . 


HzzokBs and Herdines of ald, 
By Honour only were enrol!'d 
Among their Brethren of the Mies; | 
To which ( though late) Mall Sella oY 
Ten Thouſand Oaths upon Record, 
Are not ſo ſacred as her Word: 
The World ſhall in its Atoms end. 
E'er Stella can deceive a Friend. 
By Honour ſcated'in her Breaſt, 
She ſtill determines what is beff'; 
What Indignaticm iy her Mind 
Againſt Tuſſavers uf Mankind! 
Baſe Kings and Miniſters ot State, 
Eternal Objects of her Hate | 
sus thinks, that Nature neer defigt's 
3 alone confin's: i 


CY 
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amenting in unmanly Strains, _ 
Ira: ev'ry Pow'r-to eaſe ny Pans: 
Then Stella ran to my Relief, w 
ich chearful'Pace, and inward Grief; - "on 
\nd, though by Heaven's ſevere Decree 
he ſuffers hourly more than — 
lo cruel Matter could r 2 ON | 
rom Slaves ploy for aily Hire, Wo 
With Vigour and Delight perform'd; | OTIS 
y ſinking Spirits now ſupplies 
ith Cordials in her Hands, and Eyes; wo 
Now, with a ſoft and filent Tread, 
Unheard ſhe moves about my Bed. 
ſee her taſte each nauſeous, — 
nd ſo obligingly am caught; Ren £92 4) 
I bleſs the Hand from whence hey came, 
Nor dare diſtort my Face for Shame. 


Besr Pattern of true Friends, 3 = 
You pay too dearly for your Care, 
If, while your Tenderneſs ſecures: 

My Life, it muſt endanger yours. 

For ſuch a Fool was never found. 
Who pull'd a Palace to the Ground, 
Only to have the Ruins made 

Materials for an Honky decay d- 


| And on the Boughs he Garand bung, 

— ming. ; 

_ + Sir Archilald that val'rous 
Then Lord of alithe fruitful Plain, 

Would come to liſten with Delight, 
For he was fond uf rural Stain. 


d (Sir Archibald whoſe fav rite Name 

Shall ſtand fordpevou ag 

By Scottifb Bards of higheft Fame, be 07 7 
* Wiſe Hawthordey and Nterfing* Lord.) 


But 
3 0, Archibald Acheſon, Secretary of State fer 
＋— of 2 and Sir William 
Alexander, E. Sterli amous for their Pie 
try, who <were Friends to Sit Arc bald. 


SM 
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But Time, with Iron Teeth, I ween 

Has canker'd all its Branches round ; | 
No Fruit or Bloſſom to be ſeen, 


In Head redlining ton rde the Ground. 4 


This aged, fickly, ſapleſs Thorn 
Which muſt alas no longer ſtand; 
Bchold! the cruel Dean inScorn 

Cuts down with ſacrilegious Hand. 


Dame Nature, when ſhe ſaw the Blow; . | 
Aﬀtoniſh'd gave a dreadful, Shriek; 
And Mother Tellus trembled ſo 
She ſcarce recover'd i in a Week, 


The Sven Pow'rs with Fear perplex'd, 5 
(For none could tell whoſe Na was oY 
Sad Omens of the dire Event, _ I 


Ti Magpe, Thing onthe fc, 
Stood chatt ring with inceſſant Din; 

And with her Beak gave many 5 8 
To rouze and warn, the Nyoph, within, , 


The oa forcſaw in penlive Mood, 7 

The Ruin of her antient Seat; 
And fled in Haſte with all her Brood, 
To ſeek a more ; ſecure Retreat. 


Laſt trotted forth the gentle vine, <P 
To eaſe her Itch againft the NS 

And difmally was heard to whine, 

All as ſhe ſcrubb d her N l 


Wan U i 
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The Nymph, who dwells i in, every Tree, | 


(If all be Aue that Poets chant) 
Condemn'd by Fate's ſupreme Decree, _ 
Moſt die"with her expiring Plant, = = 


Thus, when the gentle Shine found 
The Thorn committed to her Care, | 
Recgiv'd its laſt and deadly Wound, 
She fed and vaniſh'd into Air. 
ne from the Root a difinal Groan 3 
. Tig iſſuing, firuck the Murd'rer's Ears; 
Aud in a ſhrill revengeful Tone, 
This Prophecy he trembling hear. 


| © Thou chief Contriver of my Fall, 


«u And thy confed*rate Dame, who brags = 
« That ſhe condemn'd me to the Fire, 
Shall rent her Petticoats to 


* And wound her Legs with ev'ryBry'r; : 


© Nor thou, Lord + Abe, Hale eſcape: 
« To thee I often call'd in vain, 

& Apainſt that Aﬀaſſin in Crape, 
« . i rokgetrgt 


' & Orchid the Dean, or pinch'd thy Spouſe: 


L Since you could ſee me treated fo, _ 
An old Retainer to your Houſe. ' 


e# x 


4 Sir Arthur Acheſon. 


* Relentleſs Dean! to Miſchief born, 
„My Kindred ofr thine Hide ſhall gall; 
Thy Gown and Cuſſock oft be torn. 
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« May that fell Dean, by whoſe Command 

« Was form'd this MachPoilliay Plot, 
« Not leave a Thiftle on thy Land; 


Then who vill own thee for a K? 
0 Pigs and Fanaticks, Cows, and Teagues 
„Through all thy Empire 1 foreſte, 
« To tear thy Hedges pin in Leagues, 
«> Sworn to revenge tay Thorn and me. 


i And thou the Wretch ordain'd dy Bn, 
« Neal Gaghagan, Hibernian Clown, 
« With Hatchet blunter than thy Pate, 
6 To hack my hallow'd Thaber down; | 
« When thou, ſuſpended high in Ar, 
* Dy'ſt on a more Tree, 
(For thou ſhalt ſfenl thy Landlord's Mare) 


* Then Moody Gan ik b me, 


beh. and ad Poſe 7 


wen in the Year 0747 


Is firange, - (what Prove Though inhics | 
In Man, Poſſe fron and Deftre ; | 
Think what x they — oma 


ay 
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I know not in what Book or Page, 


A Monatltrsr profoundly ſage, 


Or, whether o'er a Pot of Ale, 


Relared thus the followlng Tele. oo a . 


Poſſeſſion, and Debre, his Brother, erin; } 
But, ſtill at Variance with each * © | 
Were ſeen contending in a Race; 
And, kept at firſt an equal Pace: 

Tis ſaid, their Courſe continu'd long; 
For, this was active, chat was firong : 


Till Envy, Slander, Sloth, and Doube, 


Miſled them thavy's LEapue dür! Fo 
Seduc'd by ſome deceiving Light, * 
They take the wrong Way for the 1 
Through ſli pp'ry By- roads dark and Ps 


They often climb, and oltner creep. | 


 Defpre, the ſwiſter of the two, 
Along the Plain like Lightning flew : 


Nil entring on a broad High-way, 


Where Power and Titles ſcatter d * 

He ftrovszp pick upall ee 
Ang h Kein 
No ſooner 8. ok — Diftain 
He threw them on the Ground again; 
And haſted forward to. urſue. 


' Freſh Objects fairer to b View; * 


Lo hope to ſpring ſome trobler Amr 
But, all he took was juſt the ſame: 


Tao ſcornful now to ſtop his Pace, 


He ſpurn'd them i in his Rival's Face: 


Poſſeſſion kept the beaten Road * 
And, gather'd all his Brother ſtrow'd ; 
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But overcharg d, and out of Wind, 
Though ſtrong in Limbs, he lagg d behind. 25 
Deßre had now the Goal in Sight: 

It was a Tow'r of monſtrous Height, © 
Where, on the Summit Fortune Rands : | 
A Crown and Scepter in her Hands ; 
Benearh, a Chaſm as deep as Hell, 
Where many a bold Advent rer fell. 
Deſre, in Rapture gur dia while, 
And ſaw the treach'rous Goddeſs ſmile ; 
But, as he climb'd to graſp the Crown, | 
She knockt him with the co yagi 
He tumbled in the Gulph pro 5 
There doom d to whirl an — 


3 Load was grown' fo great, 
beneath the cumbrous Weight : 

eee e cout 
Flocks ev'ry ominoys Bird of Prey ; 
The Raven, Vulture, Owl, and Kite, 
At once upon his Carcaſe light ; ” 
And ſtrip his Hyde, and pick his Bones, 
— TOUITES 
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A Paſtoral Diatocus between Richmond- 


Lodge and Marble-Hill, ”" -* 


Written une 1725, juſt. V the News r the late 
2 Kaste. af. * __ 


Ah. 


1 | | i —_ 
1 . : 4 ' 


Ichmond-Lodge is 4 Houſe <vith a ſmall Park 
: belonging to the Crown : It was uſually ane 
the Crown for a Leaſe of Years, the Duke of Ormonde 
was the laſs who bad it. After bis Exile, it wat given 
Fo the Prince of Wales, by the King. The Prince and 
Princeſs uſually paſſed their Summer there. It ts with 
„ 
Marble-Hill is a Houſe built by Art. Howard, then 
of the Bed chamber, ' now Counteſs of Suffolk, and 
Groom of the Stole to the. Queen. It is; on the Middle- 
ſex Side, near Twickenham, cubere Mr. Pope lives, 
and about two Miles from Richmond-Lodge. A. 
Pope evas the Contriver of the Gardens, Lord Herbert 
tile Architect, and the Dean of St. Patrick“ chief But- 
ter, and Keeper of the Ice-Houſe. Upon King George's 
Death, theſe two Houſes met, and bad the following 
Dialogue, | | 


* 'JN Spight of Pepe, in Spight of Gay, 

. * And all that He er They can ſay ; 
Sing on I muſt, and ſing I will 
Ot Richmond- Lodge, and Marble- Hill. 


Last 
| * NOTE, This Poem gaz carried to Court, and read 
o the K. and Q . . 
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| Lasr Friday Night, as Neighbours uſe, 

1 This Couple met to talk of News. 

2 or by old Proverbs it appears, 

hat Walls have Tongues, and Hedges, Bars, 
Marble-Hill. 228 

Quoth Mavble-Hill, right well I weenn, 

our Miſtreſs now is grown-a Queen; Ry: 

You'll find it ſoon by woful Proof, = 

— 5179-1, 400 prY 


Richmond- Lodge. 

The kingly Prophet well evinces, 
That we ſhould put no Truſt in Princes; 
My Royal Maſter promis'd me 
To raiſe me to a high Degree: 
But now He's grown 4 King, God wot, : 
I fear I ſhall be ſoon forgot. 25 
Lou ſee, eee 
How quickly they neglect their Friends: 
Yet I may ſay twirt me and you, 
Pray God they now may find as true. 

Marble-H. My Houſe was bui but for a Show, 

Bar. My Lady's empty Pockets know: 
_ "iy And now ſhe not have a/ Shilling 
To raiſe the Stairs, nrwedo yen AHN 38.5 Y 
For, all the courtly Madams round, | N 
Now pay four Shillings in the Pound, 
Tis come to what I always thought; 
My Dame is hardly worth a Groar. : 
Had You and I been Courtiers born, OY 
457 We ſhould not thus have lain forlorn; 
For, thoſe we dext'rous Courtiers call, 


. Bur, 


22 


5 No Butter ficky wpue/his Doand, 
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Malt al, becauſe our Maden n. PO ar 
Richmend-L. „ en 
Was grown as wealthy =s a Prince; - : 
But now it will be no ſuch thing, 
For be'll be poor as any King: 
And, by his Crown will nothing get ; 
But, like a King, to run in Debt, 


Marble- H. 2 
Shall keep the Key of my Ne; 
My Ice-houſe rob as heretofore, _ 
| And deu my Artichokes no more ; | 
Poor Patty Blount no more be ſeen 4, 

5 Bedraggled in my Walks ſo green: % en Elan Exce 
Plunp Jas Gey will vow r 2 
And here no more will dangle Pope. 
E Dow when e. For, | 

ſack, 

To ſpunge a Breakfaſt once a Weck; 

r 


We ſoon ſhall Gnd him full of 3 
For want of tattling to theQueen; 
His Rev'rence and her Higboeſs walking : 
Whilſt + Lady Charlotte, like a Stroller, 


— 4 Freads Luke 


IN | 
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goodly Sight to ſee her ride, * Mp 

ith antient + Mirnont at her Side: 

n Velvet Cap his Head lies warm; 

lis Hat for Show, beneath his Arm. 

Marble-H. Some den. g- Broker from the Ct; 

ill purchaſe me, the more's the Pity, | 

Lay all my fine Plantations waſte, 

D 151 To fir them to his vulgar Taſte; 
Chang'd for the worſe in ev'ry Part, 

My Maſter Pope will break his Heart. 


drownded. 
If cer I ſtoop beneath a crown'd Head: 
To place me with the Prince of Wales 
And then I ſhall be free from Fears, 
For, he'll be Prince theſe fifty Years: 


I then will turn. a Coyrtier tbo, _ 

And ſerve the Times as others 

nas ton on ng 2 | 

I leave to your Contriver, Pope | 

None loves his King and Country better; 

Vet none was ever leſs their Debtor; 
Marble-H. Then, let hm come andraks a op, 

In Summer, on my verdant Lap: . 

Prefer our Villaes where the Thames is, 

To Kenſington, or hot St. James's ; | 

Nor ſhall [ dull in Silence ſit; 

For, "tis to me he owes his Wit; = 

My Groves, my Ecchoes, and my Birds, 

Have taught him his poctick Words. : 


* . 


We 


Richmond-L. Tn my own Thames may 1 be 


1 Marquis de Mirmont, « French Man of Quality. 


CT * y a 
a = = 
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2 1 
We Gardens, „ eee 
Aſſiſt all Poets in Diſtreſſee. 
n 

To rattle * Moody for Neglect; 

An idle Rogue, who ſpends his Quartridge | 
Ia tipling an the Dog and Partridge; _ 
And I can hardly get him donn 
Three times a Week to bruſh my Gown. 
Riad. Lodge. I pity you, dear Leut un, 
But, hope to ſee you flouriſh ſtill. 1 
All Happineſs and ſo adieu. 


YsT, 
Dr oro 
For, let 


A n Kind ans act Vene 

ä N B * 
On 2 _ cz 
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1 Written — 2M Theis 
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| — iftruft me to ende 
Evil, which admits no Cure: 

Or, how this Evil can be born, 9 78 
Which breeds at once bach Hate and ez 
Bare Innocence is no Support, 
When you are try'd in Scandal's Court. 
Stand high in Honour, Wealth, Are 
All others whg inferior fit, 


Poems on ſeveral. Oceafions... 
nonceive themſelves in Conſcience bound 
To join, and drag you to the Ground, 
our Altitude offends the Eyes, 

If thoſe who want the Pon r to riſc, 

The World, a willing Stander-by, 


nclines to aid a ſpecious Lye: 
Alas; they would not do you wrong ; 


But, all Appearances are ſtrong. 
Ia whence proceeds this Weight welay | 


1 Venom, till they burſt their Lungs, = ny 
Their utmoſt Malice cannot make „ 
Your Head, or Tooth, or Finger ake: 
Nor ſpoil your Shape, diſtort your Face, 2, 
Or put one Feature out of - 

Nor, will you find your Fortune fink, 
By what they ſpeak, e day Hh; 
Nor can ten Hundred Thouſand Lyes, 

Make you leſi virtuous, learr'd, or wie. 


Ta moſt eſſectual Way to bak 
Their N le them . 


f 
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1 Yet cannot tell the Reaſon why : 
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T HE Na 
In ch 
F urniture of a Woman' 8 ; MIND _— 


Knows It 


Wan in thi Year 1727. 


— 


A of Phraſes leut by Rote; 
A Paſſion for a Scarlet-Coat; 
When at a Play to laugh, orcry,. 


Never to hold her Tongue a Minute; 

While all ſhe prates has nothing in it. 

Whole Hours can with a Coxcomb fir, 
And take his Nonſenſe all for Wit: 
Her Learning mounts to read a Song; - 

Bur, half the Words pronouncing wrong; hes ha 
Has ev'ry Rapartee in/Store, |: 3 
© She ſpoke ten Thouſand Times before. 

Can ready Compliments ſupply 
On all Occaſions, cut and dry. 

Such Hatred to a Parſon's Gown, 
The Sight will put her in a Swown. 
For Converſation well endu'd ; 

She calls it witty to be rude; 

And, placing Raillery in 
Nor makes a Scruple toexpoſe 
Your bandy Leg, or crooked Noſe. 


an at her Morning Tea, run o'er 


roc Scandal of the Day before. 


ND, 


"1 RE 
— 


Improving hourly in her Skill, 
To cheat and wrangle at Quadrille. 

In chuſing Lace a Critick nice, 
Knows to a Groat the loweſt Price; 
Can in her Female Clubs diſpute 
What Lining beſt the Silk will ſuĩt; 
What Colours each Complexion match 
And where with Art to place a Patch. 

Ir chance a Mouſe creeps in her Sight. 
Can finely counterfeit a Fright; 


So, ſweetly ſcreames if it comes near her. 


She raviſhes all Hearts to hear her. 


Can dextrouſly her Husband tcitze, 


By taking Fits whene'er ſue pleaſe: 
By frequent Practice learns the Trick 
At proper Seaſons to be ſick; 
Thinks nothing gives one Airs ſo pretty; 
At once creating Loye and Pity. 
If Molly bappens to be careleſs, 
And but neglects to warm her Hair-Lace, 
She gets a Cold as ſure as Death; 
And yows ſhe ſcarce can fetch her Breath 
Admires how modeſt Women can - 
Be ſo robuſtious like a Man. 

In Party, furious to her Power; : 


A bitter Whig, or Tory ſow'r ; ; 
Her Arguments directly tend 
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- 


Againſt the Side ſhe would defend, 7a7 9319 


Will prove herſelf a Tory plain, 
From Principles the Whigs maintain ; : 
Yor. II. £573 WE 


— 
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And, to defend the Whiggiſh Cauſe, 

Her Topicks from the Tories 3 * 

O vx If any Man ean find | 

More Virtues in a Woman's Mina, : 
Let them be ſent to Mrs. F Harding; 

' She'll pay the Charges to a Farthing: 

Take Notice, ſhe has my Conimiſhon 

To add them in the next Edition; 

They may out: ſell a better Thing; 

So, Holla Boys; S King. 


+ 4 Printer. 


n 


On the fire Ladies ar des Evite! wick the 
| Dose ar their . 


S — 


W e Officer in the Any... | 


th 


Wiki in the Tas 1728. 


— 


Pon Ladies, Number i: 55 
Who in your merry Freaks, 
With little Tom contrivte 
Io feaſt on Ale and Steaks. 
While he fits by a grinning, LOI e15 
To ſee you ſale in — A 


4 get | 
Aham Ale-houſe in Dublin for Beef ſtakes 
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Set up with greaſy L innen, * 
And neither Muggs nor Pots whole: 
Alas! I never thought 
 APrieft would pleaſe your Palate; 
Beſides, I'll hold a Groat, 
He'll put you in a Ballad : 
Where I ſhall ſee your Faces 
On Paper daub'd fo foul, | 
They'll beno more ee, ei 
Then Venn like an Owl. 
And we ſhall take you rather 
To be a Midnight Pack 
Of Witches met together, 
Wich Bekebwb.in Black. 
It fills my Heart with Woe, | 
To think ſach Ladies . 5 
Should be reduc d fo low, | © 
T 0ov treat a dull Divine: 
Be by a Perſon cheated! 


Had you been cunning Stagers, 
You might yourſelves be treated 
By Captains and by Majors: | 
dee how Corruption grows, 
Whi 
Inſtead o 


f powder'd Beaus, 
From Pulpits chuſe Gallants. 
If we whd wear our Wiggs | 
With Fan- Tail and with Snake, 
Are bubbled thus by Prigs; 3 
2 - ds who wou'd be a Rake? 
Bad Ia Heart to fight, 
IT d knock the Doctor down; 
or could I read and write, 
TR Id wear a Gon. 
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Then leave him to his Birch; io 
Asad e Rab ba finder, -- My L« 
The Parſon ſafe at Church, han or 
Til treat you with Burgundy: = Cut dow! 
4" | Love roc 


CC 


A Paſtoral DIALOGUE: 


Dexuor, SHEELAH- 


No m 


(1 ſpare 


Wrinen i in a the Fran wy 


* Nvurn and Swain, Sheelah and Dermet vel 
Who wort to weed the Court of 1 


Knight. 
While each with ftubbed Knife remor'd the Roots (ll Wbe 
That rais'd between the Stones their daily Shoots ; 7 A M 
As at their Work they ſat in counterview, _ Thi 
With mutual Beauty ſmir, their Paſſion grew. 
Sing heavenly Muſe in ſweetly flowing Strain, 1 
The ſoft Endearments of the Nymph SET, An 
. Danmor. fl 
; My Love to Sheelab is more firmly 1 | Ar 
Than ſtrongeſt Weeds that grow theſe Stones be- 
twixt: 0 
' My Spud theſe Netiles from the Stones can part; 1 
No Knife ſo keen to weed thee from my Heart. 
| | Suxz- 


Sir Arthur Acheſon, wheſe Great Grand Fatler 
was Sir Archibald of Gosford in Scotland. 
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Sunkran. 0 
My Live for — fall! grows, 
han yon tall Dock that riſes to thy Noſe. 
Cut down the Dock, *twill ſprout again; but O 
Love rooted out, again will never grow, 
„ Danmer. ©: 
No more that Bry'r thy reader Ley Shall rake: 
(I ſpare the Thiſtle for * Sir Arthurs Sake.) þ 
Sharp are the Stones, take thou this ruſhy Mat; 
The IS will bruiſe with lating _ 23 


SxuskTLAu. | L 

Thy Brecches en behind, kund gaping wide 3 

This Petticoat ſhall fave thy dear Back-fide; 
Nor need I bluſh, although you feel ir wet; 7 
F 


Daa nor. 
At an ad ſtubborn Root I chanc'd to tap, 
When the Dean threw me this Tobacco-plag: 
A longer Half-p'orth. never did I ſee; 


This deen . thou ſhalt ſhave with ae. 


on SHEBLAN 

Ir at the bear dsf this Morn' I flipt, 7 / 
And from the Shelf a charming Cruſt I whipt: 
+ Dennis was out, and I got hither ſafe; 
And * my Dear, ſhalt have the bigger Half, 

Danor. 

When you faw Tady at Long- bullets play, 
Lou ſat and lous d him all a Sun-ſhine Day. 


How 


bo is a great Lover of Scotland. 
er t Sir Arthur's Butler. 
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How could you, Sbeelab, liſten to his Tales, ny 
Or crack Hud Live an ts Heanben yore Viola? — 


Sugrran. 

When you pith Oenab ſtood behind a Ditch, 
I peept, and ſaw you kifs the dirty Birch: 
Dermot, how could you touch thoſe naſty Sluts 
T ak SE RT wages your Gums a 


3 Danor. 
If O once I kifg'd, forbear to chide; 
Her Aunt's my Goſſip by my Father's Side: 


| But, if I ever touch her Lips again, 

5 Hoy I be doonrd for Lig to weed in Rain. 

| 7 _ TITTY | 

wi : | Dermot, 1 ſear, tho" Tad)'s Locks could hold 


Ten Thouſand Lice, and ev'ry Louſe was Gold; 
Him on my Lap you never more ſhould ſee; 


| Or n R 5 

"TY Dur. bo 8 

. O, could I earn for thee, my lovely La, 

i A Pair of Brogues to bear thee dry to Maſs! 

| But ſce, where Norah with the Sonim comer— 

0 en A W 
| | M 
| ; d 
i Tur NN * 
9 c | 
| 

1 by 

I ; 

/ 

| 


rr 
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as! J. of a modern Len. 


— 2 — 
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| Wai the Yuan 1728. 1 


— ny 


In you, who ought to know my Heart, 
Are well acquainted with my Zeal 
For all the Female Commonweal : 

How werd ic come into your Mind, | + 


To pitch on me, of all Mankind, 
Againſt the Sex to write a Satyr, 
Ant demndone fre thay? 
On me, who think them all *. 
They rival Venus to a Hair; GED 
Their Virtues never cæas d to fing, 
Since firſt I learn'd to tune a String. 
Methinks I hear the Ladies cry, 

Will he his Character belye 2 

And have we loft our only Friend? 

Ah lovely Nymphs, remove your Fears, 
No more let fall-chole precious Tears, - 
Sooner ſhall, Sc. 


: [Here ſeveral Verſes are ; omitted. 
The Hound be hunted by the Hare, 

Than I turn Rebel to the Fair. 1 1 
8 "Twas 


Then gave the Subject out of Spite: 


Aud me my Ingocence ſecures. © 


The Annals of a Female Day. 


The modern Dame is wak'd by Noon, 
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Tas you engag'd me firſt to write, 


The Journal of a modern Dame 
Is by my Promiſe what you claim: 
My Word is paſt, I muſt ſubmit ; 
And yet perhaps you may be bir. 
I bat tranſcribe, for not a Line 
Of all the Satyr ſhall be mine. 


Cowen» by you to tag in Rhimes, 
The common Slanders of the Times, 
Of modern Times; the Guilt is yours, _ 


Ux wiLLinG Muſe begin thy Lay, | 


By Nature turn'd to play the Rake-well; | 
(As we ſhall ſhew you inthe Sequel 


Some Authors ſay, not quite ſò ſoon ; 
Becauſe, though ſore againſt her Will, | 
She ſat all Night up at Qaedrill, 
She ftretches, gapes, unglues her Eyes, 
And asks if it be time to riſe ; — 
Of Head - ach, and the Spleen complains; | 
And then to cool her heated Brains, W 
(Her Night-gown and her Slippers. brought ber) | 
. "64 

Then to her Glaſs ; and « Betty, pray 
Don't I look trighefully To-day ! 

« But, was it not confounded hard ? 
« Well, if I ever touch a Card: 
« Four Mattadores, and loſe Cod! 
Depend upon'r, I never wil. © 


— 


& But run to Tom, and bid him fir 
10 The Ladies here To-night by Sin. 


Madam, the Goldſmith waits below ; =, | 


He ſays, his Buſineſs is to know 
If you'll redeem, the Silver Cup 


He keeps in Pawn “ Why, der him ap. * 
Your Dreſſing - Plate, he'll be content - © 


To take, for Intereſt Cent. per Cm. 
And, Madam, there's my Lady Spade 
Hath ſent this Letter by her Maid. 


« And hath the ſent ſo ſoon to dun? 


« Here, carry down thoſe ten Pilloles . 


« My Husband left to pay for Coals: 
« I thank my Stars they all are light; 


« And I may have Revenge 5 15 
Now, loit ring o'er her Tea and Cream, 


She enters on her uſual Theme; 5 
Her laſt Night's ill Succeſs repeats; 
Calls Lady Spade a Hundred Cheats: 
She flipt Spadillo in her Breaſt, 
Then thought to turn it to a Jeſt, _ 
There's Mrs. Cut and ſhe combine, 
And to each other give the Sign. 
Through every Game purſues der Tale, 
Like Hunters o'er their Evening Ale. 


Now to another Scene givePlace, 
Enter the Folks with Silks and Lace : 
Freſh Matter for a World of Chat; 
Right Indian this, right Mackin that; 
Obſerve this Pattern; there's a Stuff! 
I can have Cuſtomers enough. 2 
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« Well, I remember what ſhe won; : 


# 
* 0 399 
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| Dear Madam, you are grown ſo hird, 
This Lace is worth' twelve Pounds . 


Madam, if there be Truth in Man, 
I never ſold ſo cheap a Fan- nn 


Tars Buſineſs of Importance oer, 8 
And Madam almoſt dreſ'd by Four; 2 
The Footman, in his uſual Phraſe, =o 

Comes up with, Madam, Dinner ſays; 
She anſwers in her uſual Style. 
„The Cook mult keep it Back a while x 
I never can have time to dreſs, 
« No Woman breathing takes u SA 
« Pm hurry d fo, it makes me 
„L wiſh the Dinner at Ol Nick.” 
At Table now the acts her Part. 
Has all the Dipner-Cant by Hearts 
I thought we were to dine. aloe, 
„ My Dear, for ſure if I had knowp. - 
This Company would came Sell 
But really tis my Spouſe's Way, 
© He's ſo unkind, be never nd 3 
« To tell when he invites his Friends : 
& I wiſh you may but have enough. 
And while, with all this paultry Stuff, 
She firs tormenting every Gueſt, . — 1 
Nor gives her Tongue one Moment „let, 5 
In Phraſes batter d, ſtale, and trite, 
Which modern Ladies call polite; 
You ſee the Booby Husband ſit 
In Admiration at her Wit! 


Bur let me now a while farvey | I 
Our Madam der her Ey ning Tea; 
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I with her noiſy Claus 
f 8 Coquets, and 1 it v 
hen frighted at the clam rous er, | 
Way the God of Silexce flew, yi 
\nd fair Diſcretion left the Place, | 
And Modeſty with bluſhing Face: 
dow enters over- weening Pride, 
und Scandal, ever gaping . 
ypocriſy with Frown ſevere, 
rurrility with gibing Air; T 
Rude Lawghter ſeeming like to burkt ;, 
\nd Malice always judging worſt; 
\nd Vanity with Pocket-Glaſs; 
And 7 with Front of Braſs; 3 od irn 
nd ſtudied AﬀeFation came, | 
Each Limb and Feature out of Frame: .. kf" 1 
While /enorance, with Brain of Lead. — 2 
Flew hoy'ring o er each Female Head. : 
War ſhould I ask of thee, my Muſe, 3 9 
An hundred Tongues, as Poets uſe, 
When, to give: ery Dena banda, - - "Sloth, 
An Hundred Thouſand were too fem? | 
Or how ſhould I, alas! relate, 
The Sum of all their ſenſcleſs Pes - 
Their Innuendo's, Hints, and Slanders, 
Their Meanings lewd; and double "Entendres, | 
Now comes the gen ral Scandal-Charge ; 
What ſome invent, the reſt enlarge: r 
And, „ Madam, if it be aLye, 
% You have the Tale as cheap as 
4 I muſt conceal my Auer re, : 
But now tis known n to be ah ame: 


| sar; N 


— — 
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Sax, fooliſh Females, bold and blind; 
4 Say, by what fatal Turn of Mind, 
| Are you on Vices moſt ſevere 

b Wherein yourſelves have greateſt Share? 
| Thus ev'ry Fool herſelf deludes; © 
The Prude condemns the abſent Prudes; 
Meoyſa, who ſtinks her Spouſe to Death, 
Accuſes Chle's tainted Breath; i 
1 Hircina rank with Sweat, preſumes 
1 To cenſure Phillis for Perfumes; 
| While crooked c re fert fs; 
Tlhhat Flrimel wears Iron stays: 
| Cbus of ev'ry Coxcomb' jealous, EY 
Admires how Girls can talk with Fellows; : 

And full of Indignation frees _ 

That Women mod be ſuch Coquets: ep 
Cries, ** Lord, the World hs © centocions! 
And Ruf with her Combs of Lead, 


— — — —_— — — 


: Whiſpers that Sappho's Hair is red: 

$3 Aura, whoſe Tongue you hear a Mile hence, 

J Talks half a Day in Praiſe of Silence ; 

And Sikia full of inward Guilt, . 

Calls Amoret an arrant ile. H 
| No Voices over Voiees riſe, 3 7 
I While each to be the loudeſt vie; y 
They contradict, affirm, diſpute ; F p 
| No ſingle Tongue one Moment mute; 0 
1 All mad to ſpeak, and none to hearken, ” 
| They ſet the very Lap-Dog barking: | 
= Their Chattering makes u louder Din 


Than Fiſh-Wives oer aCup of Gin: _ 


ot 


" Pain on * Occaffons, = 7 
NotSchool-Boys at a en 
Rais: d ever ſuch inceſſant flow: by 
The jumbling Particles of Matter 
In Chaos made not ſuch a Clatter : 
Far leſs the-Rabble roar and rail, 
When drunk with four Election Ale. 

Non do they truſt their Tongue alone, 
But ſpeak a Language of their own; 4 8 


Can read a Nod, a Shrug, a 1 


Far better than a printed Book; 
Convey a Libel in a Frown, 

And wink a Reputation down ; 
Or by the toſſing of the Fan, 
Deſcribe the Lady and the Man. 


Bur ſee, the Female Club disbands; 


| Each twenty Viſits on her Hands. 


Now all alone poor Madam fits, 
In Vapours and Hyſterick Fits: 
« And was not Tom this Morning ſent ? 


« I'd lay my Life he never went: 


« Paſt Six, and not a living Soul! 

I might by this have won a Vole.'*. 

A dreadful Interval of Spleen! 

How ſhall we paſsthe Time between ? 

« Here Betty, let me take my Drops, 

And feel my Pulſe, I know it tops: | 
4 This Head of mine, Lord, how it ſwims? 4 
And ſuch a Pain in all my Limbs.” 

Dear Madam, try to take a Nap — 

But now they hear a Foot - Man's Rap: 

« Go run, and light the Ladies up: 

* It muſt be One before we Sup. 


Yar... II. Y = Tur 


242 Poems on ſeveral Oicafions. 
Tur Table, Cards, and Counters ſet, 

And all the Gameſter-Lacies met, 

Her Spleen and Fits recover d quite, 

Our Madam can ſit up all Night. 

« Whoever comes, I'm not within 


DQuadrill the Word, aud fo begin. 


How can the Muſe her Aid i impart, * 
Unskill'd in all the Terms of Art! 
Dr in harmonious Numbers put 
The Deal, the Shuffle, and the Cut? 
The ſuperſtitious Whims, relate, 
That fill a Female Gameſters Pate? 
What Agony of Soul ſhe feels 
To ſee a Knave's inverted Heels: 
She draws up Card by Card, te find. 
Good Fot tune peeping from behind ; 


With panting Heart, and _— —___ 
In hope to ſee Spadillo rite; + 


In vain, alas! her Ilope is d: 
She draws an Ace, and ſees it red. 
In ready Counters never pays, | 
Bur pawns her Snuff Box, Rings, and Keys, 
Ever with ſome new Fancy ſtruck, 
Tries twenty Charms to mend her Luck. 
« This Morning when the Payſon came, 
« I ſaid, I ſhould not win a Game 
"9, This adious Chair how came I ſtuck in't, 
I think I never had good Luck in't. 
&« I'm fo uneaſy i in my Stays; 
« Your Fan, a a Moment, Ca: 
Stand further Girl, or get you gone, 
S L always loſe when 2 


* 


And truly, Madam, I know when 


Lord, Madam, you have loſt C,; 
I never ſaw you play ſo iI. 

«* Nay, Madam, give me Leave to fay, 
Tas you thatthrewthe Game away; 
« When Lady Nu play'd a Fb, 
% You took it with a Matadore; 


« I faw you touch your 'W.edding-Ring 
Before my Lady call'd a King. 


« You ſpoke a Word began with H, 
And I know whom you mean to teach, 

* Becauſe you held the King of Hearts: 
« Fic, Madam, leave theſe little Arts. 


That's not ſo bad as one that rubs 


Her Chair to eall the King of Clabs, | 


And makes her Partner underftand 
A Matadore is in her Hand. 


« Madam, you have no Cauſe to flounce, 
a ſwear, Ifaw you thrice renounce. 


Inftead of Five you ſcor d me Ten. 
Spadillo here has got a Mark. 
A Child may know it in the Dark: 


I gueſs the Hand, it ſeldom fails, | 
I wiſh ſome Folks would pare their Nails. 


War thus they rail, and ſcold, and ſtorm, 


| It paſſes but for common Form; | 
And conſcious that they all ſpeak true, 


They give each other but their Due; 
It never interrupts the Game, 


Or makes em ſenſible of Shame} 


Tux Time too precious now to waſte, 
And Supper gobbled up in haſte ; * * 
Again a-freſh to Cards they run, 

As if they had hut juſt begun. 
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But I ſhall not again repeat 
How oft they ſquabble, ſnarl and cheat, 
At laſt they hear the Watchman knock, 

A frofly Morn — Paſt Four a-Clock. 
The Chair-Men are not to be found, 
Come, let us play the other Round. 


Now, all in haſte they haddle on 
Their Hoods, and Cloaks, and get them gone : 
But firſt, the Winner muſt invite 
The Company to-morrow Night. 


Unrvucxy Madam left in Tears, 
(Who now again Puadrill forſwears, ) 
With empty Purſe, and aching Head, 
Steals to her ſleeping Spouſe to Bed. 


F 2 
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The Grand Queſtion deb debated. 


WHETHER 


Homikow's * Bawn ſhould be unmed into 2 
A or a Malt. Houſa. 


— 


" The Fouts £0 the 2505 Bairion. | 


— 


HE Author te, ollowing Pan, is fad tobe 
Dx. J. 8. D. who writ it, as well as 


a other Copies ie of Fink of the like Kind, by Hay 
of Amuſement, in the Family of an honurdble Gentle- 


man in the North of Ireland, ewhere- be ene a dummer 
about vu or three Tears ago | 
A certain very great Perſon, then in that Kingdom, 
Vading heard much of this Pcem, obtained a Copy from 
the Gentleman, er, as fore ſay, the Latly, in whoſe 
Houſe it avas eritten, from whence, I knowy-not by what 
Accident, ſeveral other Gapies were tranſcribed, full 
Erroys, As I bave a great Reſpett for we ſuppeſed 
Author, I have procured a true Copy of the Poem, the 
Publication whereof can do him leſs Ini nary than printing. 
any of thoſe incurroſt ones which rum about in Manuſcript. 
aud ould — peed Preſs, if us ibu pre- 
vente d. 


Some Expreſſions being peculiar to Ireland, I hace 


prevailed on a Gentleman of that Kingdom to explain 


them, and 7 bace jus the f EH. is their 
proper Places, on 


The 


* A Bawy was a Pläce near the Hbuſę, inoloſed 
with Mud or Stone- Walls ro keep the Cattle from 
being ſtolen inthe Night. They are 0 little uſed 


1 * Uhe 
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"The Grand Gau, 6. 
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On 


Tau- ſpoke to my Lady, the Knight full d 
. 
Let me have your Advice in a weighty Afﬀair. 
This HanL row“ Baan, while it ſticks on my 
„ 
loſe by the Houſe what I ET 1 
But how to diſpoſe of it to the beſt Bidder, 
For a | Barrack or an.., we . com 


ſider. The 

Fixsr, let me ſuppoſe 1 * i a MaRt-Houſe: Ith 
Here I have computed the Profit will fall rus For 
There s nine Hundred Pounds for Labour and Or 
Grain, W. 

I increaſe it to Twelve, ſo three Hundred remain: T 


A handſome Addition for Wine and good Chear, 

Three Diſhes a Day, and three Hogſheads a Year. 
With a Dozen large Veſſels my Vault ſhall be ftor'd, 
No little ſerub Joint ſhall come on my Board: 


7 
ids A large old Houle two Miles from Sir A—— 4—'s 
at. 
The Army in Jreland, is lodged in ſtrong Build- 


ings over the whole Kiogdom, called Barracks. b 
And 
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And you and the Dean no more ſhalt combine, 

To flint me at Night to one Bottle of Wine; * 
Nor ſhall I for his Humour, permit you to purloin 
A Stone and a quarter of Beef from my Sirloin. 

If I make it a Barrack, the Crown is my Tenant, 
My Dear, I have ponder'd again and again on't : 
In Poundage and Drawbacks, 1 
Whatever they give me I muſt be content, 

Or join with the Court in ev ry Debate, 

And rather than that, I would loſe my Eſtate. 


Tnvs ended the Knight: Thus began his meek 
Wife: 


It mut, and ir ſhall be a Barrack, my Life. 

I'm grown a meer Mopus; no Company comes; 
But a Rabble of Tenants, and ruſty dull * Rams; 
With Parſons, what Lady can keep herſelt clean? 
I'm all over dawb'd when I fit by the Dean... 
But, if you will give us a Barrack, my Dear, 

The Captain, I'm ſure, will always come here; 

I then ſhall not value his Deanſhip a Straw, 

For the Captain, I warrant will keep him in Awe; 
Or ſhould he pretend to be brisk and alert, 

Will tell him that Chaplains ſhould not be ſo pert; 
That Men of his Coat ſhould be minding their 
And not among Ladies to give themſelves Airs. 


Tuvs argu d my Lady, but argu'd in vain; 
The Knight his Opinion reſolv'd.to maintain. 


Bur 


Am M und in Ireland for a poor Country Clergy- 
nn. | 


— — — —— — 


Sir Aber the Maifter | 


When I Gw him ſo often with Dai and Med. 
And now my Dream out: For I was . dreamud 
That I ſaw a huge Rat: O dear, how I ferean'd! 


And after, me thought, I had loſt, my new Shoes; 
And Maly, The ſaid, I ſhould hear ſome ill News. 


1 Thade Hausband like him, Epartef, 


| And rather W enn in the fame Puir of Sheets 


An Lwere.ts be hang'd, I 


I fancy already a Bavrackcontrivd d 
At Hau ron 's Bawn, and the Froop js arri d 


& — 's Manager... 
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Bux * Hanuab, who liften'd:to all that was paſt, Nof this, ' 
And could not endure. fo rulgar z Taſte, And wail 
As Toon as ber Ladyfſhip call'd to be dreſt, Now 
Cry'd, Madam, why ſurely my Maſter e poſſeſt; Bent”: 
how fave it will found ? * 
F'd rather the Ba w x were ſunk under Ground. 
But Madam, I gueſs t there wou'd never come Good, 


Dax Madam, had you but the Spirit to texze, 
You might have a Barrack whenever you pleat: 
And, Madam, I always bene vd you fo Rout, 
That forewenty Denials you-woutdnet give out. 


Till he gave" mo my Will, 1 vod give him no 


With ſuch a crofs Man, I wou'd lye in the Streets, 
But, Madam, I beg you contrive and invent, 
n 6 Spe. how Till he gives his Conſent. 


Daa Madam, whene'er of a Borack I think, 
E.can't ſkkeps Wink: 
For, if anew Crotchet comes into my Brain, 
I can't get it out, tho Fd never ſo fain. 


Of T4 
* thy Lady's s Waiting-woman. + Tue ES | 
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Of this, to be ſure, Sir Arthur has Warning, | 

And waits on the Captain betimes the next Morning. 

Now, ſee, when they meet, how their Honours 

baäehave; ; 

Noble Captain, your Servant=——Sir Arthas your | 
. 

You honour me much the Honour i is Mine, 

Twas a ſad rainy Night - but the Morning is noms 8 

Pray, how does my Lady M Witſe's at your 
| SErviCe, mmm 

T think I have ſeen her Pifture by Feruis— 3 

Good-morrow, good . U wait on 1 you 5 
$2: down. 

You ſhan'r ſtir a Foot Tou- think me Cn : 

| For all the World, rags not half an | Inch far- 

* 

You muſt be obey d your Servant, Sir Arthur; 

My humble Reſpects to my Lady unknown : 

I hope you will uſe my Houſe as your own. 


* Quin. ar Re 


“Thou — gotten a Cup in thy Pate. 
Pray, Madam, be quiet; what was it I ſaid ? 
You had like to have put it quite out of my Head. 

Nzxr Day, to be ſure, the Captain will come, 
At the Head of his Troop, with Trumpet and Drum: 
Now, Madam, obſerve, how he marches in State.; 
The Man with the Kettle-drum enters the Gate; 
Dub, dub, a-dub, dub. The Trumpeters follow, 
* Tawtara, 1 while all the Boys hollow. 


Hee, now comes the Captain — 


And ſee how he rides like a Lord of tbe Land, a 
„With the fine flaming Sword that he bolds i in u Lou b. 


Pray, Captain, be pleas d to light, and walk in: 
And your Lac ſbip curchyes half way to the Ground. 
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_ Lace: 
O "oi the ſweet Gentleman! look i in his Face; 


Hahd ; You wm | 
And his Horſe, the dear Creter, it prances * rear 
With Ade! in Knots, at its Tail and its Ears: 


At laſt comes the Troop, by the Word of Command Bil No, M 


Drawn up in our Court; when Ons 


STAND. 


Tour Ladyſbip lifts up the Saſh to be ſeen, a, 
(For ſure, I had dizen den d you out like a Queen . 2) ® 
The Captain, to ſhew he is proud of the Favour, 


Looks up to your Window, and cocks up his Beaver, 
(His Beaver is cock'd ; pray, Madam, mark that, 
For, a Captain of Horſe never takes off his Hat; 
Becauſe he has never a Hand that is idle; 5 
For, the Right holds the Syord, and the Len holds 
nenen , 

Then flourtfhes thrice his Sword in the Air, 
As a Compliment due to a Lady ſo fair; 
How I tremble to think of the Blood it hath fpilt! 
Then he low'rs down the Point, and kiffes the Hik. 
Tour Ladyſbip ſmiles, and thus you begin; 


The Captain ſalutes you with Congee profound ; 


XI, run to your Maſter, and bid him come to 
Tm ſure he Il be proud of the Honour you do us; 
And, Captain, you'll do us the Fayour to ſtay, 

- Sad take a ſhort Dinner here with us To-day: 


, You're 
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Lou re heartily welcome : But as far good Chear, 
You come in the very worſt time of the Year; 

If I had expected ſo worthy a Gueſt ;'=—— 
Lord! Madam! your Ladyſhip ſure is ia Jeſt; 1 
You banter me, Madam, wort! e eee 
You Officers, Captain, are ſo complaiſant. 

% Hisr, Hurzy, 1 think 1 hear ſome Body 
coming— 


No, Madam; *tis only Sir Arthur a humming. 


To ſhorten my Tale, (for I hate a long story,) 

The Captain at Dinner appears in his Glory; 

The Dean and the * Doffor have humbled their 

For the Captain' 5 entreated to fr by yeur Side; 

And, dey eee ee for bin 
... alt; / 

The Parſins, for Envy, are ready to burſt : 

The Servants. amaz'd, are fcarce ever able, | 

To keep off their Eyes, as they wait at the Tolle; ho 

And, Melly and I have thruſt in our Noſe, 

To peep at the Captain, in alt his fine Cid an: 


fpile! Dear Madam, be fure he's a fine ſpaken Man, ; 

Hik. Do but hear on the Clergy how glib his Tongue 
gh ae 

*. And, Madam, ſays he, E bn pou abed, 

d; | « You'll never want Parſons as long as you live; 


round. I ne'er knew a Panſem without a good Noſe, 
But the Devil's as welcome wherever he goes: 


ne $0 © G— d— me, they bid us reform and repent, 

w; * thair Looks, they eee keep 
9 2 Lent: | 

: | Miſter 


Doctor Jenny, a Clergyman in the Neigbtourbood, 
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* Miſter Curate, for all your grave Looks, I'm 


| 


afraid 


Von caſt a Sheep's Eye on her Ladyſhip's Maid; 


* I wiſh ſhe wou'd lend you her pretty white Hand, 
„In mending your Caſſock, and ſmoothing your 
Band: 


(For the Dean was ſo ſhabby, and look d like a 


Ninny, 


That the Captain ſuppos d he was Curate to Jenny.) 


© Whenever you ſee a Caſſock and Gown, 


„ A Hundred to One, but it covers a Clown; 
„ Obſerve how a Parſon comes into a Room, 

4 G— d— me, he hobbles as bad as my Groom; 
A Scholard, when juſt from his College yu 


looſe, 


Can hardly tell how ernsecn 


% Your * Noveds, and Blutraks, and Omurs and 
ST; © 


By G— they don't ſignify this Pinch of Snuff, 


« To give a young Gentleman right Education, 


„The Army's the only good School in the Nation; 
My School-Maſter call'd me a Dunce and a Fool, 
* Bur at Cuffs I was always the Cock of the School; 


I never cou'd take to my Book for the Blood 
o'me, 

« And the Puppy confeſs d, he expelted no Good 
o'me.. 


« He caught me one Morning coquerting his Wife, 


But he maul'd me, I ne er was ſo maul d in my 


Lite: 


e I took to the Road, and what's very odd. 


4 The firſt Man 1 robb'd was a Parſon by G. 
op Now 


F Oi, Pixrarcts, Emerg. 
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« Now Madam, you'll think it a firange thing to 


ſay, 
« Bat, the Sight of » Book makes me fck to thi 
Day. | 


Navan fince I was bern did 1 hear ſo much Wie, | 
And, Madam, I laugh'd till I thought I ſhou'd ſplit. 
So, then you look d ſcornful, and ſhift at the Dean, 
As, who ſhou'd ſay, Now, am I * Skinny and Lean? 
But, he durſt not ſo much as once open his Lips, 
And, the Doffer was plaguily down in the Hips. 


Tus mercileſs Hannah ran on in her Talk, 
Till the heard the Dees call, Will your Ladyſb/þ 
Her Ladybip anſwers, Fm jet conding down ; 
Then, turning to Haunab, and forcing a Frown, 
Althe' it was plain, in ber Heart ſhe was glad, 
Cry'd, Huzzy, why ſure the Wexch is gone mad: 
How cou'd theſe Chimera's get into your Brains 
Come hither, and take this old Gown for your 
„ * 
But the Dean, if this Secret hou ou'd come to his Ears, 
Will never have done with his Gibes and his Jeers; 
For your Life, not A Word of the Marter, I — 
= 
Give me but 0 wat, a big for the Clergy. 


v Nck-Name for my Lady 


Ya, nnd RES A 
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The Reverend Dr. DELANY, Ae 


And His Excatuunct” ks 7 . 
JOHN Lord CARTERET. | 6 


To Dr. Delany, oce 122 bis i us 
= his FRY 5 it 55 ha 


Ervpzp Mortals, whom the Great 
Chuſe for Companions tete 4 ; 
Who at their Dinners, en famille, 
Get Leave to fit whene'er you will; 
Then, boaſting tell "where you Fad, 
And how his Lerdbip was ſo kind; = 
How many pleaſant Things he ſpoke, 
And, . 


swear, 
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$wear, he's a-moſt facetious Ma | 
That you and he are C ner porn 
You travel with a heavy Load, 
And quite miſtake Prefornym's Road, 


so rro my Lord and you alone ; 1 
Hint the leaſt Int'reſt of your m- 
His Viſage drops, he knits his Bram, 
He cannot talk of Bus'neſs now: 
Or, mention but a vacant Po 
He'll turn it off with, Nemo pow Tut | 


Nor could the niceſt Artiſt paint, 
A Countenance with more Cunſtraint-. 


Fon, as their Appetites to-quench,,, 
nn 5 
So, Men of Wit are bury Kine 
Ot Pandars to a vitieas Mind 
Who proper Grat mud provide 
To their Luſt of Pride, 
When weary'd with Intrigues of , 
They find an idle Hour to prate. 
Then, ſhou d you dre to ask a Place, 
You forfeit all your Patron's Grace, 
And diſappoint the ſole Defign, 
For which he ſummon'd you to dine. 


 Tavs, Congreve ſpent, in writing Plays, 
And one poor Office, half his Days; 
While Montague, who claim'd the Station 
To be Mecenas of the Nation, 


For Poets open Table kept, 
But ne er conſider d where they flept: 


Hunſelf, as rich as Fifty Jews, 
Was caly, though they wanted Shoess * 
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And, crazy Congreve ſcarce cou'd ſpare _ 
A Shilling to diſcharge his Chair: © 
Till Prudence taught him to appeal 
From Paas Fire to Party Zeal; 
Not owing to his happy Vein 
The Fortunes of his latter Scene ; 
Took proper Principles to thrive; 
And fo might ev'ry Dunce alive. 


| Tuvs, Sea who own'd what others writ, 

And flouriſh'd by imputed Wit, * 
From Perils of a Hundred Jayls, 
Withdrew to ſtarve, and die in Wales. 

Tnvs Gay, the * Hare with Friends, 

Twice fer'n long, Yoon che us . 
Who, under Tales conveying Trutb, 
To Virtue form'd a princely Youth: 

As far as modefs Pride allow d: 
Rejects a ſervile Is Plate, 15 
And leaves &. James in Diſprace. 

Tus Addiſon, by Lords careſſ't, 

Was left in foreign Lands diſtreſit; 
Forgot at home, became for Hire, 

A trav'lling Tutor to a 
But, wiſely left the Aaſes Hill; 

To Bus'neſs ſhap'd the Poer's Quill, 
nne 5 
Took up himſelf the Conriier's Trade: 
And grown a Ainifter of State, 
Say Poets at his Leyce wait. 


. n Han! 
2 See his Fables. 


po _Aw.acr pum 
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Hair ! happy Pope, hte grow Man, 
Deteſting all the Stateſman Kind? 
Contemning Courts at Ce unßsen, 
Refusd the Viſnes ofs; 
A Soul with ev, ey Virtue fraught, | 
By Sages, Prieſts, or Poets taught « 1 
Whole filial Piety enceis 
Whatever Grecian Story tells; 
A Genius for all Stations fit, 
a 
His Heart too great, 8 
To lick a Raſcal Stateſmay's 8 
Appealing to the Nation's T 
Above the Reach of Want is plac'd: 
By Homer dead was taught to thrize, 
Which Homer never cou'd alive; 
And, fits aloft on Pindus Head, 
Deſpifing Slows that eringe for Breads. 


Tau Politicians only pay 
For ſolid Wark, bat not for Pi: 
Nor ever chuſe to work with Tools 
Forg'd up in Colleges and Schools. 
Conſider how much more is dae 
To all their Jowner:1men, than your 
At Table you cn Horace quote; 
They at a Pinch can bribe « Vote: 
You ſhew your Skill in Greaias Story, 
But, they can manage I big and Tory: 
You, as a Critick, are ſo curious 
To ſind a Verſe in Virgil ſpurious; 
But, they can ſmaat the deep Deſigns, 


* 


astra 


253 Poems on ſeveral Occafions.” | 


That you have got a Place already: 
An Office for your Talents fir, 
To flatter, carve, and ſhew your Wit; 

To fauff the Lights and ſtir the Fire, 
And get a Dinner for your Hire. 
What Claim have you to Place or Penſion 
He overpays in Condeſcenfion. 


Bur, Rev'rend Decker, you we know, 
Cou'd never condeſcend ſo law: 
The Nice- Roy, whom you now attend 
Wou'd, if he durft, more your Friend; 
Nor will in you thoſe Gifts deſpiſe, 
By which himſelf was taught toriſe: 
When he has Virtue to retire, | 


He'll grieve he did not raife you higher, 85 


And place you in a better Station, 
Although it might have p, the Nation. 


Tars may be true ſubmitting ill | 


To W-——{'s more than Royal Will. 


And what Condition can be worſe? 
He comes to drain à Beggar's Parſe > 

He comes to tye our Chains on faſter, 
And ſhew us, Z is our Maſter: 
Careſſing Knaves, and Dunces wooing, 
To make them work their own undoing. 
What has he elſe to bait his Traps, 
Or bring his Vermin in, but Scraps® 
The Offals of a Church diftreſs'r, 

A hungry Vicarage at beſt; mM 
Or, ſome remote inferior Paß, ; 
Wich Forty Pounds a Ycar at moſt. 


Bz*1Dzs; your Patron may upbraid ye, 


Bur 
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Bur, here again you interpoſe: * 

Your favourite Lord is none of thoſe, 

Who owe their Virtues to their Stations, 

And Charafters to Dedications: 

Per hp in, EO OG 

His Learning none will cali in doubt: 

His Learning, though a Poss Gaid it, 

Before a Play, wou'd loſe no Credit: 

Nor Por wou'd dare deny him Wit, 

Although to praiſe it Pu rs writ. 

I own, he hates an Action baſe, 

His Virtues battling with his Place; - 

Nor wants a nice diſcerning Spirit, 

Betwixt a true and ſpurious Merit: 

Can ſometimes drop a Yeter's Claim. 

And give up Party to his Fame. 

I do the moſt that Friendfbip can; 

I hate Fice-Roy, love the Man. 


Bur, You, who till your Fortune's made 

Muſt be a Sweet'ner by your Trade, 

Shou'd ſwear he never meant us ill; 

We ſuffer ſore againſt his Will; 

That, if we could but ſee his Heart, 

He wou'd have choſe a milder Part: 

We rather ſhould lament his Caſe, 

Who muſt obey, or loſe his Place. 


Sincs this Reflection flipt your Pen, 
Inſert it when you write agen: 
And, to illuſtrate it, produce 
This Smile for his Excuſe, 


« So, to deſtroy a guilty Land, 
N * An Angel ſent by tJeav 'n's Command, tel 
Bux „While 
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* While he obeys Almighty Wim 
Y Perhaps, 2 „ mtg? ut. 
® To gun, of les gentle K 1. 

Bur I, in Politleky'grown old, * 
Whoſe Thoughts are of s difPrent Meld. 
| Who, from my Soul, fincerely hate 

Both — and Miniſters of Spare” 
Who look on Cats with — BoS, © 
| To ſee the Seeds of Fiee ariſe, 
| Can lend you an Allufioh fitter, © 
Though fes r Knaves may cal it bitter * N 
Which, if you durſt but give itPlace, © © 
Mould ſhew you many a Searefmay'g Face. | 

| Freſh from the Tripod of poll, © 
I had it in the Words that follow. © 
(Take Notice, to avoid Offence | yds 
I here except His Excellence.) 


So, to effect his Monarchs wa 4 
From Hell a Viceroy Dx v't. aſrends 
His Budget with Corruption cramm' d, 2 | 7, 
The Contributions of the Dm A; 
Which with unſparing Hand, he ftrows. 

Through Courts and Senates as he goes; ; 
And then at Bekebad's Black- Hall, | 
Complains his Budget was too finall. 

Your Simiſe may better ſhine 
In Verſe ; but there is Trush in mine. 
For, no imaginable Things 

Can differ more than Gop and 
And Stateſmen, by ten Thouſand Odds, . 
Are ANGELS, Juſt a are Gon. | 


LS 6.20} 3+ 3055403 Us 
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ro Dr. D Jelany, 8 „ On the Litels - 
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— nnn 
To Arms by Thirft of Honour led, 


| When at a Skirmiſh firſt he hears 


The Bullets whiflling round his Ears; 3 
And feel a Trembling at his Heart: 

Tl, oh without e Wed, 
Lefſers the Terror of the Sound : 
He ran into » Cannon Chops 
as eter Gen hues ans; 
Begins the World with Fear and Shame, 
OE: 
r 
re, Lord have Mercy on bis Soul ; 
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Concluding, that another Shot 
Will ftrike him dead upon the Spot: 
But, when with ſquibbing, flaſhing, 
He cannot ſee one Creature dro N 
Thar, miſſing Fj ite, of miſſing Aim, 

His Life is ſafe; I mean his = rhe IL 

The Danger paſt, takes Heart of n 
And locks a Critick in the Face. 


Tnov on Splendor gives the aueh r. 
Too paiſon'd Arrows from the Dur., 
Yet, * in your ſelf — 
They glance aſide without a Wound. 
Tris aid, the Gade try'd all their Art, 
How Pain they might from Pleaſure DT 5 
But little could their Strength avail; . 
Both ſtill are faſtefd by the Tal. 
Thus, Fame and Cenfure with e 
By Fate are alivays link d together. . . 
Wor will yum 0 be profes 1 21 
In Wit before the common Herd > 
And yet grow mortify d and vent 
To pay the Penalty angext, 
Tis Eminence makes Envy riſe; 
As faireſt Fruits attract the Flies. MER 
Shou'd ftupid Libels grieve your Mind. 
You ſoon a Remedy may fd; © 
Lye down obſcure like other Folks 
Below the Laſh of Suarlers Jokes. 
Their Faction is five Hundred Odds, 
* ev'ry Coxcomb lends them 1 


4 — tres ag reve 
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n ſheer as Ea as they, .-. 

{ ike Females o'er their Morning be. 
You ſay, the Muſe will not contain; 
And write you muſt; or break ent tt 
hen, if you ſind a + e 
No longer my Advice regard: tr | 
Jat raiſe your Fancy en d Wisg: Jo 4 OF 
The Iriſh Senate's Fraiſts ſin zn 

How jealous of the Nations Freedom, 

ind, for Corruptions, how they weed em. | 
How each the pyblick Good purſues, ' — « 
How far their Hearts from private Views. 
Make all true Patriots Up to Shoe-boys, 
Huzza their Brethren at the Blue-boys. 

Thus grown a Member of the Club, 

No longer dread the Rage of Gr bb. 


How oft am I for Rhyme to ſeek ? 
To dreſs a Thought, may toll a Week; 
And then, how thankful to the Town, 
If all my Pains will earn a Crown, 
Whilſt ev'ry Critick can devour 
My Work and me in half an Hour. 
Would Men of Genius ceaſe to write, 
The Rogues muſt die for Want and Spite ; 
Muſt die for Want of Hood and Rayment, 
If Scandal did not find them Payment. 
How chearfully the Hawkers crx 
A Satyr, and the Gentry buy !?! 
While my hard- labour d a. | 
Unſold upoy the „ ee | A 
* The Trib Parliament fa at the Blue Boys Hoſpi- 3 
tal, while the new Parliament- Houſe was building. 
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A Gznws in the Rev'rend Gown, 

Muſt ever keep'its Owner down; | 

_— TOE. 

And ſpoils the Oer of the Fun&ion: 

Round all your Brethren caſt your Eyes; 

Point out the ſureſt Men to riſe, 

That Club of Candidates in Black, 

The leaſt deſerving of the Pack; 

Aſpiring, factious, fierce, and loud; 

With Grace and Learning unendow'd : 

Can turn their Hands to evry Jobb, 

The fitteſt Tools to work for Bebi: 

Will ſooner coin a Thouſand Lies 

Than ſuffer Men of Parts to riſe: 

| They crowd about Preferment's Gate, 
And preſs you down with all their Weight. 

And, as of old, Mathematicians 

Were by the Vague chavene Magicins; _ 

So, Academick dull Ale-drinkers 


Pronounce all Men of Wir, Free-thinkers. 


Wir, as the Chief of Virtue's Friends, 
Diſdains to ſerve ignoble Ends. E 


What Pamphler in \ Court's Defence 1 25 
Shew Reaſon, Grammar, Truth, or Senſe ? 
For, though the Muſe delights in FiQion, 
She ne'er inſpires againſt Convition. 
Then keep your Virtue ſtill unmixt, 
And let not Faction come betwint. 
By Far ty- ſteps no Grandeur climb at, 
Tho it would make you Englep''s Primate 
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Firſt learn the Science to be dull, 
You then may ſoon-your Conſcience. lull ; 
It not, however ſeated high, JEN 
Your Genius in your Face will fly. | 
Wan Fove was, from his teeming Head, 
Of Wir's fair Goddeſs brought to Bed, 
There follow'd at his Lying-in 
For After-birth, a Sooterkin ; 
Which, as the Nurſe purſu 4 to kill, 
-Attain'd by Flight the Muſes Hill: 
There in the Soil began to root, 
And litter'd at Parnaſſis* Foot. 
From hence the Critick-Vermin ſprung, 
With Harpy Claws, and pois nous Tongue, | 
Who fatten on poetick Scraps; T 
Too cunning to be caught in Traps. 
Dame Nature, as the Learned ſhow, | 
Provides each Animal its Foe: 
Hounds hunt the Hare, the wily Fox 
Devours your Geeſe, the Wolf your Flocks : 
Thus Envy pleads a nat ral Claim 
To perſecute the Muſes Fame ; 
On Poets in all Times abuſive, 
From Homer down to Pope incluſive. 

Var what avails it to complain! 
Vou try to take Revenge in vain. 
A Rat your utmoſt Rage defies 
That ſafe behind the Wainſcot lies. 
Say, did you ever know. by Sight 
In Cheeſe an individual Mite? _ 
Shew me the ſame numerick Flea, 
That bit your Neck but Yeſterday : 

Vor. II. A a You 
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| You then may boldly go in Queſt 

To find the Grub-ftreet Poet's Neſt. ent 
What Spunging-houſe in dread of Jail 
Receives them while they wait for Bail? 

What Alley are they neſtled in, 

To flouriſh o'er a Cup of Gin? . 
Findahe bet Corenr widen thaw loves 

Or Cellar, where they ftarve to- Day: | 
Suppoſe you had them all trepann d 4: | 2" 
With each a Libel in his Hand: p 1K f 
What Puniſhment would vou in! 3 _ 
Theſe they 5 often try d before * 

Lou but oblige em ſo much more: 
Themſelves would be the firſt to tell, 
To make their Traſh the better ſell, 


Tov have been libelꝰd Let us know | 
What Fool officious told you o 
Will you regard the Hawker's Cries, 
Who in his Titles always lies? 
Whate'er the noiſy Scoundrel ſays, 
It might be ſomething in your Praiſe : 
And, Praiſe beftow'd in Grub. feet R 
Would vex one more a thouſand Times. 
"Till Griticks blame, and Judges praiſe, 
The Poet cannot claim his Bays, 
On me, when Dunces are ſatyrick, 
I take it for a Panegyrick. FF 
Hated by Fools, and Fools to hate, 
Be that my Motto, and my Fate. 6 C 
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7 nus on Neu- Lear 8 


Dex. 


" Wrinen io the Year 1729. 


— 


"_ 


ä At en. 


— 


By my Pbabas while I rhime. 
To oblige your Crony & , 
Brivg our Dame a New-Year's Gift: 
She has got but half a Face; 
- Fames, ſince thou haſt a Brace, 
To my Lady once be kind; 
Give her half thy Face behind. 


Gov of Time, if you be wiſe, 
Look not with your future Eyes: 
What imports thy forward Sight ? 
Well, if you, could loſe it quite. 
Can you take Delight in viewing 
This poor Ifle's approaching Ruin? 
When thy RetraſpeRion vaſt 5 
dees the glorious Ages paſt. 
 Haeey Nation were we blind, 
Or, had only Eyes behind, —— — 


Drown your Morals, Madam eryes; 
Tu baye none but forward Eyes: 


— of Time, 


266 „ eee 
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Who regards him when he's gone ? 

By the D—n though gravely told, 

New Years help to make me old; 

| Burniſhes an old Year's Face. 

Give me Velvet and Quadrille, 

Til baue Youth and Beauty ftth- 


—— BILL 


8 | — — 
| | Written in * x Your — 
| . 


_ give the World to underſtand; 
Our thriving D—n hes perchar'd Land; 
A Purchaſe which will bring him clear, 
Above his Rent four Pounds a Year; 
Provided, to improve the Ground, 
He will but add two Hundred Pound, 
And from his endleſs hoarded Store, 
To build a Houſe five Hundred more. 
Sir Arthur too ſhall have his Will, 
And call the Manſion Drapier's Hill; 


AIDE © 
* The Gentleman of ubem the Purchaſe was ma 


Handler 
Author, under the Name of M. B. Drapier. 
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That when a Nation long enſlav'd, 


Forgets by whom it was once was fav'd; 
When none the DAN; praiſc ſhall ing; 2 
His Signs aloft no longer ſwing; _ 
His Medals and his Prints forgotten, 

And all his * Handkerchiefs are rotten; _ | 

His famous LxxT EAS made waſte Paper; | . 
This Hill may keep the Name of Darms: 

In Spight of Envy flouriſh fill, 
And Dzaeiss's vye with Stan“ s Hill. 


„ Medals were were caſt ; many Sizns hung up; and 


672 


Wines in the Yzax 1729. | 


1 6 


— — 


N AG's Hoof alone can hold 
That pois'nous Juice which kille by Gold, | 
Methought, when I this Poem read, 
No Veſſel but an Afr's Head, 

Such frigid Fuſtian could contain; 

I mean the Head without the Brain. 

The cold Conceits, the chilling Thoughts, 
Went down like ſtupifying Dranghes, 


I found 


| 
f 
f 
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I found my Head began to ſwim, 
A Numbneſs crept through ev'ry Limb: 


In Haſte, with Imprecations dire, 


I threw the Vqlume in the Fire: | 
When, who could think, tho' cold as Ice, 
It burnt to Aſhes in a Trice. 


How could I more enhaunce its Fame ? 
Though born in Snow, it dy'din Flame. 


AN 


Excellent new Ballad; or the 
true © Engliſh * | to be 
hanged dor a Hops. . 


Written in the 33 WY 


— 


— * 
* * 


02 Brethren of England, who love us ſo dear, 
And in all they do for us ſo kindly do mean? 
A Bleſſing upon them, have ſent us this Year, 
For the Good of our Church . 
Dean. 
A holier Prielt ne'er wis wrapt up in/Crape, 
The worſt you can ſay, he committed a Rape. 


„„ Nean of Fernes, lately derenſed 


II. 


 Inev'ry Debauch, but committiug a Rape. 
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In his Journey to Dublin, he lighted at Cheſter, 

And there he grew fond of another Man's Wige; 

Burſt into her Chamber, and wou d have careſt her; 
Bat ſhe 3 4 her Honour much more than ber 

She buftled and ſtruggled, and made her Eſcape, 

To a Room full of Gueſts for fear of a Rape. 


Tux Dean he purſu'd to recover his Game: 
And now to attack her again he prepares; 


But the Company ſtood in Defence of the Dame, 
They cudgel'd, and cuft * and kickt him 
don Stairs. 

His Deanthip wasnow in a damnable$ 


And this was no Time for commintng - Rape, 
IV. 


To Delis ho cimin, whe Bapts ke was, 


And orders the Landlord to bring him a Whote; 


No Scruple came on him his Gown to expoſe, 
*T was what all his Life he had practis d before. 


He had made käme with — 


Srape, 
ite good Cle, bur commitred no Rape: 


. | 
The Dean, and his Land; a jolly Comrade, 
Reſoly'd for a Fortnight to ſwim in Delight; 


For why, they had both been brought up tothe 


Trade 
Of drinking all Day, and of whoring all Night. 
His Landlord was ready his Deanſhip to ape 
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= Tune — Zealot, this Exglib Divine, 
1 In Church and in State was of Principles ſound; 


i es Was truer than Steele to the Hanover Line, Thi 
19 And griev d that a Tory ſhould live above Ground. 
Shall a Subject ſo loyal be bang d by the Nape, 1 
For no other Crime but committing a Rape? ; 


| By old Popiſþ Canons, as wiſe Men have penn'd em, | 
* Each Prieſt had a Concubine, jure Eci: ; Bi 
| Who'd be Dean of Ferns without a Commendam ? A 
['Y And Precedents we can produce, if it pleaſe ye: 
: Then, why ſhould the Dean, when Whores are ſo If 
Be N the Peril, and Toyl of a Rape? | I: 
5008-7; a 
If Fortune ſhould pleaſe but to take ſuch aCrotchet, ! 
(To thee I apply great Smediey's Sueceſſor) | 
To give thee Lawn-Sleeves, a Mitre and Rotchet, 
Whom would'ſt thou reſemble I leave thee 2 
. Gueſſer; 
But! only behold thee in * Albertus Shape, 
For Sodomy hang'd, as thou for a Rape. 
Ah! doſt thou not envy the brave Colonel Chartres, 
Condemn'd for thy Crime, at three Score and 
ok © 
To bang him all Evgland would lend hin their 


Garters; 


For he lives, andis ready to 1 agen⸗ 


Then 


* 4 B Waterf Eogland 4s 
2 
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Then throttle thy ſelf with an Ell of ſtrong Tape, 

For thou haſt not a Groat to attoue for a Rape. 

The Dean he was vext that his Whores were fo 
willing : 


He long'd for a Girl that would ſtruggle and 
„ 
He raviſh'd her fairly, and ſay'd a good Shilling ; 
But, here was to pay the Devil and all. 
His Trouble and Sorrows now come in a Heap, 
And hang'd he muſt be for committing a Rape. 
If Maidens are raviſh't, it is their own Choice.; 
Why are they ſo wilful to ſtruggle with Men? 
If they would but lye quiet, and Rifle their Voice, 
Fe No Devil nor Dean could raviſh em then. 
rotchet, Nor would there be need of a ſtrong Hempen Cape, 


3 Ty'd round the Dean's Neck, for committiog a 
4 n 
Our Church and nur State dear England maintains, 


For which all ——— Hearts TID 
glad; 
She a — Dog 
nb e 
But, Lord how the Rabble will ſtare und Will gape, 
When the good Engi Dean is hung d up for a 
Rape. 


Hither the frantick Goddeſs draws 
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\T A E 
| Revolution at uur -A. 


Written i in 7 Year 1730. 


—_— 2 ” 


Fron diſtant = 3 ſends 
| An odd Triumvirate of Friends; 


Where Phebus pays a ſcanty Stipend, 
Where never yet a Codling ripen d: 


Three Suff rers in a ruin'd Cauſe. 
| By FaQtion baniſh't here mite, | 
A D==n, a * Spaniard, and q Knight. 
Unite; but on Conditions cruel; 

The Demen and Spaniard find it too well: 
_ Condemn'd to live in Service hard; 
On either Side his Honour's Guard ; 

The D—n, to guard his Honour's Back, 
Muſt build a Caftle at + Dramlacks 
The Spaniard, fore againſt his Will, 
_ - Muſt raiſe a Fort at Marke-Hill. 


1 1 . 
2 , Who ſerved and lived long in 
eh Nine of @ Pinus the Ds tek;a0d 


ds to build on, but changed bis Mind, He called i 
Drapier's-Hill, * 
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nd thus, the Pair of humble Gentry, /, ; 
woes nm South are poſted Centry ; 
While in his lordly Caftle fixt, 
he Knight triumphant reigns betwixt: 

what the Wretches moſt reſent, 
o be his Slaves muſt pay him Rent; 
\ttend him daily as their Chief ö 
Decant his Wine, and carve his Beef. 
O Forxrvns, tis a Scandal for thee 
o ſmile on thoſe who are leaſt worthy. 
eigh but the Merits of the three, 
His Slaves have ten times more than he. 
Paovp Baronet of Nova Scotia, & 
The D——n and Spaniard muſt reproach ye; 
Of their two Fames the World enough rings; 
Where are thy Services and Suff rings! 
What, if for nothing once you kiſd t, 
Againſt the Grain, a M Fiſt? 
What, if among the courtly Tribe, 
You loſt a Place, and fay'd a Bribe 
And, then in ſurly Mode come 
To Fifteen Hundred Pounds a Ye: 
And fierce againſt the Whigs barangu'd? 
You never ventur'd to be hang d. 
How dare you treat your Betters thus? 
5 Are you to be compat d to Us ? 
And, Cons Spexiard, let us from our Farms | 
Nau forth our Cottagers to Arms; 
E in Our Forces let us both unite, N 
Attack the Foe at Leit and Right; 
From * Market- Hill's exalted Head, 
* Full Northward, ron wt. ONT 
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n 
And to the South, my 


ede n wich Kean Shade, 
Shall keep my Hoſt in Ambuſcade ; 
While you, 
Shall uin 116-425-waeegel 
Nor need we Goube ame, 
I hold Intelligence within. 
True, Lady Am no Danger fears, 
Brave as the Upton Fan ſhe wears: 
Then, leaſt upon our firſt Attack 
Her valiant Arm ſhould force us back, 
: Ad we of att cur Hogs arie'd'; 

I have a Stratagem contriv d; 
By theſe embroider'd high Heel Shoes, 
She ſhall be caught as in a Nooſs : ar 
So well contriv'd her Toes to pinch, 
She'll not have Pow'r to flir ap Inch: 
Theſe grudy Sho mult # Hanna place 
Direct before her Lady's Face. 0 
The Shoes put on; our faithful Portreſs 
Admits us in, roifform the Fortreſs; 1 


_ While tortur d Madam bound xr 
Like Montezame in golden Chains: 
Or, like a Cat with Walnuts . 
Stumbling at every Step ſhe trod. 
Sly Hunters thus, in Borneo's th, 
To catch a Monkey by a Wile ; 
The mimick Animal amuſe ; 


They ple be before him Gloves and TR Fe 
| Which 


+ My Lady's Waiting Maid. 


Poona ene Oe. 
" While I from 


where the Baſin fund, 


Xx 


Which 
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Which when the Bruce puts awkwartl on, n 
All his Agility is gone; 88 
n bb 1 
The Huntſmeu ſeize the grinning Prize. EY, 
Bur, let us on our firſt Aſſault 
Secure the Larder, and the Vault: 


The valiant O Denn you muſt fix on, 

And, I'll engage:wizh + Pegey Dir: 

Then, if we once can ſeize the Key, 

And Cheſt, that keeps my Lady's Tea, 
They null furbender at Diſcretion: | r 
And ſoon as we have got Pn, 
We'll act as other Conqu'rors do; 

Divide the Realm between us two. | 

Then, (let me fee)-we'l-make rhe Knight 

Our Clerk, for he can read and write ; 

But, muſt not think, I rell him that. 
Like + Lorimer, to wear his Hat. 725 
Yet, when we dine without a Friend, 

We'll place bim at the lower End. | 
Madam, whoſe Skill does all in Dref lye, 

May ſerve to wait on Mrs. Leſlie: 

Bur, left it might not be ſo p proper, 

That! Her own Maid ſhould overtop her; p 

To morrify the Creature more, 4 
Well rale ber Heels five Inches lower. 


For Hanneb; when we have no need of her, 


Taill be our Int'reſt to get rid of her: 


And when we execute our Plot, 
Tis beſt to hang her on the Spot; : 
Toe Th +: B b | As 


* The Butler. + The Houſe-keeper. 
+ Tle Agent. 
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| As all your Politicians wife  ' | | 
OS Sine i 1 


| , . * 
3 p 8 rin 
— — 8 — — 


On Sepben Duck, tha Threſher, 


and favourite Poet, 


A GQUIBBLING EPIGRAM. 


—_— 


* 


| Wan in the — 


1 Threſher Duck, could 440 
prevail. 
The Proverb ſays; No Temes againſt a D 
From tbreſbing Corn, he turns to threſb his Brains; 
For which Her .. allows him Grains. 
Though 'tis confeſi t that thoſe who ever ſaw 
His Poems, think them all not worth a Shaw. 
Thrice happy Duck, cmploy'd in threſhing Sui 
Thy Toil is leſſen d, and thy Profits double. 
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3 . » — 


— 


— 


A PANEGYRICK on the 


oh D—n, in the Perſon of a La- 
ber, ** in the North. | 
BITS " Wrinen in the Year — 1 5 


„ — 


— — — 


Rare v'p ended to how, 
Thrice Rev'rend D -n for all I owe; 
Too long I have my Thanks delay'd; 

Your Favours left too long unpay d; 

But now in all our Sexes Name, 

My artleſs Muſe ſhall fing your Fame. 


In por envr you to Female Kind, 
To all their weaker Sides are blind; 
Nine more fach Champions as the B05 
Would ſoon reftore our antient Reigne 
How well to win the Ladies Hearts, 
You celebrate their Wit and Parts? 
How have I felt my Spirits rais'd, 
By you ſo oft, ſo highly prais d 
Transform d by your convincing Tongus 
To beautiful, and young. 
AN I hope t quir chat awkward Shame 
ted by each vulgar Dame; 

| To Modefty a weak Pretence ; 
And ſoon grow pert on Men of Senſe; | 


To 
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To ſhow my Face with ſcornful Air; 
Let others match it if they dare. 


IMPATIENT to be out of Debt, 8 

0. may I never once forget 

The Bard, who humbly deigns to chuſe 2 

Me for the Subject of his Muſe. © © 

Behind my Back, before my Noſe, © 
He ſounds my Praiſe in Verſe and Proſe. 


Mr Heart with Emulation burns 
To make you ſuitable Returns; 
My Gratitude the World ſhall know: 
And, ſee, the Printer's Boy below: 
Ye Hawkers all, your Voices lift ; | 
A Panegyrick on D=—n BAY 2 
And then, to mend the Matter ſtill; 
By Lady Anne of * Marbet- Hill. Th "= 


UI xuvs beging. My grateful Maſe. 
Salutes the Dt in diff rent _ - 1 
D—n, Butler, Uſher, Jeſter, Tutor; A 1 u. 1 
+ Robert and Days Coadjutor : _ 

And, as you in Commiſſion fit,  _ 
To rule the Dairy next to | K. 


In each Capacity I mean Dy 
To ſing your Praiſe. And, firſt as LY 
Envy muſt own, you underſtand your . 
Precedence, and ſupport your Grandeur ; 
Nor, of your Rank will bate an Ace, - 
Except to give D-—n D —— | place, 


_ —_— — ——— ͤ¹wvö— —¾ 


ef: MY 
ad A Village near Cir Ke — ' Houſe 
where the Author eee 9 


* The Names of two Overſeers. 
1 My Lady's Footman: = 


50 "4 


Houſe, 
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In you ſuch Dignity appears 
So ſuited to your State, and Tears! 
ith Ladies what a ſtrict — 
ith what Devotion you adore um! 
reat me with ſo much Complaiſance, 
\s firs a Princeſs in Romance. 
By your Example and Aſſiſtance, 

he Fellows learn to know their Diſtance. 
Sir Ar, ſince you ſer the Pattern, 
No longer calls me Snipe and Slattern ; 

Nor dares he, chogh he wer » Dake, 
Offend me with the leaſt Rebuke. 


How nice you ſplit the hardeſt Text! 

How your ſuperior Learning ſhines 

Above our neighb'ring dull Divines? © 

At Beggar's- Op'ra not fo full Pit 

Is ſeen, as when you mount our Pulpit. : 
Cons1DERr now your Converſation ; 

Regardful of your Age and Station, 

You ne*er was known, by Paſſion ſtir'd, 

To give the leaſt offenfive Word ; 

But ftill, wheneer you Silence break, 

Watch ey'ry Syllable you ſpeaks 

Yeur Style ſo clear, and fo conciſe, 

We never ask to hear you twice. 

But then, a Parſon ſo genteel, 

So nicely clad from Head to Heel; 

So fine a Gown, a Band ſo clean, 


As well become St. P-——k's my 


23. — 


Proc zxp we to your * preaching next: 


287 


* The Aunber preached but, ence while be was the. 
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Such reverential Awe expreſs, + 


That Cow-boys nom you by your Dreſs! 1 
Then, if our neighb'ring Friends come here, 


How proud are we when you appear 


With ſuch Aqdrefs, and graceful _ 
As clearly ſhows you bred at Court! 


Now raiſe your Spirits, Mr. D=—a ; 
I lead you to a nobler Scene; 
When to the Vault you walk in State, 
In Quality of * Butler's Mate; 
You, next to Dennis bear the Sway : 
To you we often truſt the Key: 
Nor, can he judge with all his Art 
So well, what Bottle holds a Quart : 
What Pints may beſt for Bottles paſs, 
Juſt to give ev'ry Man his Glaſs: 
| When proper to produce the beſt; 
And, what may ſerve a common Gueſt. 
With J Dennis you did ne er combine, 
Not you, to ſteal your Maſter's Wine; 
Except a Bottle now and then, | 
To welcome Brother Serving-men ; 
Bur, that is with a good Deſign, 
To drink Sir A—r's Health and mine: 
Your Maſter's Honour to maintain; 
And get the like Returns again. 


Your 4 Uſhex's Poſt. muſt next be handled: | 


How bleG'tam I by fack Man led! 


* He ſometimes hs to dire the Dice, 
«4 The Butler. 


4 He ſometimes wſed to © walt with the Lady, 


w 
* 
- 
* * 
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Under whoſe wiſe and careful. n 


I now deſpiſe Fatigue and Hardſhip: © 


Familiar grown to Dirt and Wet, 
Though daggled round, I ſcorn to fret: 
From you my Chamber-Damſels learn 


My broken Hoſe to patch and dern. 
Now, 25 a Jeſter, I accoſt you; 


Which never yet one Friend has loſt vou. 


You judge ſo nicely to a Hair, 


How far to go, and when to ſpare : 


By long Experience grown'ſo wiſe, 
Of cv'ry Taſte to know the Size; _ 
There's none fo ignorant or weak | 


* To take Offence at what you ſpeak. 


Whene'er you joke, tis all a Caſe; + 
Whether with Dermot, or His Grace ; 
With Teague O' Murpby, or an Earl; 


A Dutcheſs or a Kitchen Girl. 


With ſuch Dexterity you fit 
Their ſev'ral Talents to your Wit, 


That Hol the Chamder-maid can ſink, 185 


And Gagbagan take ev'ry Joke. 
I xow ens pn 
To let me praiſe you as my + Tutor. 


Poor I, a Savage bred and born, 


By wum 5 


283 


8 Te neighbouring Ladis were no great 


ders of Raiſlery. 


+ is bad Weather the Auto uſed to dires my Lady 


ROAR: 
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Already have improv'd fo well, 
That I have almoſt learn't to ſpell: :-. 
The Neighbours who come here to dine, 
Admire to hear me ſpeak ſo fine. 

How enviouſly the Ladies look, 
When they ſurprize me at my Book! 
And, ſure as they're alive, at Night; 

As ſoon as gone, will ſhow their Spight ; 
Goed Lord ! what can my Lady mean, 
Converſing with that ruſty D—n ! 

She's s grown ſo nice, and ſo . 

With Socratu and Epicurins. 

How could the ſit the live-long Day, 

Yet never ask us once to play? 
Bur, I admire your Patience moſt; 

That, when I'm duller than à Poſt, 

Nor can the plaineſt Word pronounce, 
You neither fume, nor fret, nor ounce; 
Are ſo indulgent, and ſo mild, 

As if I were a darling Child. 

So gentle is your whole Proceeding, 

That I could ſpend my Life in reading. 


You merit new Employments daily: - 
Our Thatcher, Ditcher, Gard'ner, Baily. 
And, to a Genius ſo extenſive, 
No Work i is grievous or offenſive. 
Whether, your fruitful Fancy lies 
To make for Pigs convenient Styes: 
Or, ponder long with anxious Thought, 
To baniſh Rats that haunt our Vault. 


2 ant Ladies the Wend Penurious 
g 
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Nor have you grumbled, rer end Dawn, F i 
To keep our Pyultry ſweet and clean; 20% 
To ſeep the Manſion: hou they dwelbn; 200 
And cure the rank unſav'ry Smelling. 1 


Now, enter as the Dairy Hand-maid.: 
Such charming * Batter: newer Man mage... 
Let others with Fanatick Face, 70 20 
Talk of their Mitk for Babes of Gnas; 
From Tubs their ſautfling Nonſenſe utter: | | 
Thy Milk ſhall make us Twbs.of Butter. 
The Biſhop with his Foop may burn it; 
But, with his Hand, the D-—n can churn ir. 
How are the Servants overjoy'd 243 
To ſee thy D=-nſhip thus employ'd! | 
Inſtead of poring on a Book, © 
Providing Butter for the Cook. 
Three Morning-Hours you toſs ds: - 
The Bottle, till your Fingers ake : | 
| Hard is the Toll; nor ſmall the Art, 
The Butter from the Whey to part: 
Behold; a trothy Subſtance: riſe; _ 
Be cautious, or your Battle flies _. . 
The Butter comes; our Fears are ceas't ; 
And, out you ſqueeze an Ounce at leaſt... 


You Rev'rence thus, with like — t 
Nor is your Skill, or Labour leſs,  —: 
When bent upon ſame ſmart Lampoon, 
You toſs and turn your Brain till Noon; 
5 Which, in its Jumblings round the Skull, 
„ 8 80 and makes the Veſſel full; 


5 While 
2 RED... * maling Butter for , by filling 
4 Bottle with ream, ating it will the after comes, 


A. who ſhall ſay, to pluck s RD. 


— 
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While nothing comes but Froth at firſt, | 
Tou think your giddy Head will burft : 
But, ſqueezingour- four Lien Rhime, - 
Are largely paid for all your time. 1 11 


Bur, you have rais d your gen'rous Mn wt 
To Works of more exalted Kind. 
Palladio was not half fo skill'd in 
Ao Ts AN > 
Two Temples of maguifick Size, 

Attract the curious Travers Eyes, 

That might be envy'd by the Greets; 

Rais d up by you in twenty Weeks: 
Here, gentle Goddeſs Clazine © - © 

- Receives all Off rings at her Shrine? 

In ſep'rate Cells the He's and She's s 
Here pay their Vows with bended Knees: 

(For, 'ris prophane when Sexes mingle ; | DIR 29” 
And ev'ry Nympb muſt enter fiogle; © 

And when ſhe feels an inward Motion, 
Comes fill'd with Rev'rexce and Devotion.) 

The baſhful Maid, 8 

Shall creep no more behind a Buſhz - 

Here unobſcrv'd, ſhe boldly goes, 


Ys who frequent this — 
Be not ungrate ful to the D — n!; 
But, duly e er you leave your Station, | 

Annen 1 
Or, of his on, or * Smedy's Lay, 
Or Billet-doux, or Lock of Hay: 


\ And, | 
eee ee, 
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And, O! may all who * An 
Return with unpolluted Thumb. 6 


1 Var, when your lofty Domes I praiſe, 80 
IN I figh to think of antient Days. +364 
©, Permit me then to raiſe my Style, 

And ſweetly moralize A while. | 


Tux bountcous Goddeſs cu, 
To Temples why do we conſine? 4 
Forbid in open Air to breath; KS | ** 
Why are thine Altars fir t beneath? Y we 


Warn Saturn ral'd the Skies W 
That golden Age, to Gold unknoun; 
This earthly Globe to thee aflign'd, 
Receiv'd the Gifts of all Mankind. 
Ten "Thouſand Altars ſmoaking round 
Were built to thee, with OPrngs crown'd: 
And here thy daily Vor'rics plact 
rr 
The Margin of a purling Stream, 
Sent up to thee a greatful Steam. 
(Tank that wart hate wink, 
If Nayads ſwept them 1 NN 
Or, where appointing Lovers rove, 
The Shelter of a ſhady. Grove: 
Or, offer'd in ſome flow'ry Vale, 
Were wafted by a gentle Gale. 
There, many a Flour abſterſive grew, 
Thy fav'rite Floy'rs of yellow Hue; 
The Crocus and the Daffodil, 
The Cowllip ſoft, and ſweet Jonquil, 


bor; 
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Bur, when alaibuſarplig Fove © \ , 
Old Saturn from his Empite de r 
Then Gluttony v wit greaſy Paws, * 


Her Napkm pinn up to her Jaws, - 3 7 | . 
With watry Chaps, and wagging Chin, | 
Brac'd like a Drum her oily Skin; 

 Wedg'd in a ſpacious Elbow-Chait, 5 
And on her Plate a rreble Share, 11-00 aan 
As if ſhe ne er could have enuff > vii | xg * 1 

Taught harmleſs . i bike 

She ſent her Prieſis in Wooden Sb / 
From haughty Gaul to make 


Inſtead of wholeſome Bread and Che Es 
To dreſs their Sohpes and 1 var e> 


And for our home- bred Britifb re 
Botargo, nee wg, err. 


* r 
q -#- 1 91 
2 "x; $42 1 8 IT by, 


Tunis bl eng ben ken, 2d 372 \ 
Confin'd Thee n Cee ills 240 be 1. 
Sprung from . impious Line, - 
Contemners of thy Rites divine. ; © 1 
Firſt, lolling Sloth in BOG) © 25111 01 q n: 
Taking her Aſter diner Na: 4 
Pale Drop/y with aſallow Face, I W Nl 
Her Belly burſt, and flow her hs "I, 


And, lordly Gant wrapt up in Furr: _ iT 
And, wheezing Afthma, loth to ins « at Jo 5 
Voluptuous Eafe, the. Child of — 1 „ 2127 


Infecting thut our Hearts by Steakth ; 12 

None ſeek thee wow in open ir; A yi 
To thee no verdant Altats rear; Us Tf oF 
But, in their Cells and Vaults obſcene - | 

Ereſent A Sacrifice unclean ; | 


From 


From 


** 
4 


Ah! who in our degen rate Days 
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From whence unſav*ry Vapours roſe, Fare 


As Nature prompts, his Off ring pays ? 


Here, Nature never Diff rence made 
Between the Scepter and the Spade. 


Ys Great ones, why will ye diſdaitt 
To pay your Tribute on the Plain? 


Why will you place in lazy Pride 
Your Altars near your Couches Side? 
* When from the homelieft Earthen 
Are ſent up Off rings more ſincere 


Wate 


Than where the haughty Dutcheſs Locks, 


Her Silver Vaſe in Cedar-Box. 


Var, ſome Devotion ftill remains 
Among our harmleſs Northern Swains ; 
Whoſe Off rings plac't in golden Ranks, 


Adorn our chryſtal River's Banks: 


Nor ſeldom grace the flow'ry Downs, 
With ſpiral Tops, and Copple-Crowns :: 


Or gilding in a funny Morn 
The humble Branches of a Thorn. 


(80 Poets fing, with f golded Bough 


The Trojan Hero paid his Vow.) 
Hirnz x by luckleſs Error led, 
The crude Conſiſtence oft I tread. 


Here, when my Shoes are out of Caſe, 
Unweeting gild the rarniſh'd Lace: 


Here, by the ſacred Bramble ting'd, 
My Petticoat is doubly fring d. 


Bs Witneſs for me, Nymph e 


KI 56h 
Vox. II. 


2 r 


Nor 
I Pig th. 6. 
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Nor, will the zealous Hannah pout 
To waſh thy injur'd Off rings out. 
Bur, ſtop ambitious Muſe, in time; 
Nor dwell on Subjects too ſublime. 
In vain on lofty Heels I tread, 
Aſpiring to exalt my Head: 
With Hoop expanded wide and light, 
In vain I tempt too high a Flight. 
Ma Phebus in a f midnight Dream 
Accoſting ; faid, J Go fbake your Cream. 
Be humbly minded; know your Poſt ; 
S Sweeten your Tea, and watch your Toat 
| Thee beſt befits a lowly Style: 
Teach Dennis how to ſtir the Guile:  . 1 
With + Peggy Dixon thoughtful fir, 3 9 
Oontriving for the Pot and Spit. 
Take down thy proudly ſwelling Sails, 
And rub thy Tecth, and pair thy Nails, 
At nicely carving ſhow thy Wit; 
But ne er preſume to. eat a Bir; 
Turnev'ry Way thy watchful Eye; 
And ev'ry Gueſt be ſure to ply; 
Let never at your Board be known 
An empty Plate except your own. 
ge theſe thy Arts; nor higher Aim 
Than what befits a rural Dame. 


Bur, Clacina Goddeſs bright, 
: sleek — claims her as his Right: 


* Cynthius aurem vellit. Hor. 
i4 Cum ſomnia vera. Hor. x 
J In the Bottle to make Butter. | St 
| + Mrs. Dixon the Howſe- Keeper. | --i 
q* He a” erunt artes. Ving. 
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And + Smedh, Flow'r of all Divine, 
Shall ſing the D —1 in Smedley 's Lines. 


4 4 very finpid, inſolent, faBSions, TP? con 
ceited Parſon, 2 vile Pretender to ge preferred ” 
1b D. of Grafton for his Wit. 


e 
L 4 D T's Dreffing-Room. 


A. 


Written in che Tack 1730. 
— — | — 


— , : * 


_ Hours, (and who'can do udn 
By haufhty Calia ſpent in Dreſſing; 
The Coddefs from her Chamber iſſues, 
Array'd in Lace, Brocade and Tiſſues: 
Strepbon, who found the the Room was void, 
And Betty otherwiſe employ d, 

Stole in and took a ſtrict Survey 

Of all the Litter, as it lay: | 
Whereof, to make the Matter clear, 

An Inventory follows here. 

| An firſt, a dirty Smock appear'd, 
Beneath the Arm-pits well beſmear'd; 
Strepbon, the Rogue, dif play d it wide, 
And turn d it round on ev'ry Side: 
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In ſuch a Cafe, few Words are beſt, 
And Strephon bids us gueſs the reſt; 

But ſwears how damnably the Men lye, 
n. 


Now liſten, while he next produces 
The various Combs for various Uſes ; 
Fill'd up with Dirt ſo cloſely fixt, 
No'Bruſh cou d force a Way berwixt ; 
A Paſte of Compoſition rare, 
Sweat, Dandriff, Powder, Lead and Hair. 
-- Forchead-Cloath with Oyl upon't, 

To ſmooth the Wrinkles on her Front : 

Here, Alum Flower to ſtop the Steam, 

Exhal'd from ſour Streams; 

There, Night · Gloves made of Trpfe's Hide, | 
Bequeath'd by Tyipſey when ſhe dy 
With Pappy-Water, Beauty's Help, | 

DiftilF'd fr om Trip/ey's darling Whelp, 
Here Gally-pots and Vials plac't, Safe 
Some fill'd with Waſhes, ſome with Paſte; 

Some with Pomatums, Paints, and Slops, 

And Ointments good for ſcabby Chops. 

Hard by, a filthy Baſon ſtands, 

Foul'd with the ſcow ring of her Hands; 

The Baſon takes whatever comes, 

The Scraping from her Teeth and Gums, 

A naſty Compound of all Hues, 

For here ſhe ſpits, and here ſhe ſpues. 


Bor Ol it turn'd poor Strephon's Bowels, 
When he beheld and ſmelt the Towels; 
- Begumm'd, bematter'd, and beſlim'd ; 
With Dirt, and Sweat, and Ear-wax grim'd. 


Ns 
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No Object Strephon'” sEye eſcapes; 

Here, Pettycoats in frowzy Heaps: 

Nor be the Handkerchiefs forgot, 

All varniſh'd o'er with Snuff and Snort, 
The Stockings why ſhould I expoſe, 
Stain'd with the Moiſture of her Toes; . 
Or greaſy Coifs, and Pinners reeking, 
Which Celia ſlept at leaft a Week in, 
A Pair of Tweezers next he found. 
To pluck her Brows in Arches round, 
Or Hairs that fink the Forehead low, 

Or on her Chin like Briſtles grow. 


Tax Virtues we-muſt not let paſs... 
Of Clia's magnifying Glaſs; PN 
When frighted Strepbon caſt his Eye on't, 
It ſhew'd the Viſage of a Gyant: 
A Glaſs that can to Sight diſcloſe _ 


| The ſmalleſt Worm in Celia's Noſe, 


And faithfully dire& her Nail, 

To ſqueeze it out from Head to Tail; 

For, catch it nicely by the Head, 

It muſt come out, alive or dead. ; 
War Strephon, will you tell the reſt ? 

And muſt you needs deſcribe the Cheſt? 
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Thar careleſs Wench ! No Creature warn her, 


To move it out from. yonder Corner, 
But leave it ſtanding full in Sight, 

For you to exerciſe your Spight | 

In vain the Workman ſhew'd his Wit, 
With Rings and Hinges counterfeit, 
To make it ſeem in this Diſguiſe, 

A Cabinet to vulgar Eyes; 


Which 
Reſoly'd to go thro' thick and this, 
He lifes the Lid: There need no more, 
He ſinelt it all the Time before. 

As, from within Paxdora's Box, 
When Epimethess op'd the Locks, 

A ſudden univerſal Crew 

Of human Evils upward flew ; 

He ſtill was comforted to find, 


T bat Hope at laſt remain d behind. 


So, Strephon, lifting up the Lid, 
To view what in the Cheſt was hid, 
The Vapours flew from out the Vent; 
5 The Bottom of the Pan to grope, 
And foul his Hands in ſearch of Hope. 


" 


Ol x' may ſuch a vile Machine 
Be once in Celie*s Chamber ſeen! 
Ol may ſhe better learn to keep 

Thoſe Secrets of the hoayy Deep] * 

As Mutton- Cutlets I prime of Meat, | 

Which, tho' with Art you ſalt and bear, 
As Laws of Cookery require, 
And roaft them at the cleareſt Fire; 
The Fat upon a Cinder drops, 
To ſtinking Smoke it turns the Flame, 
Tois'ning the Fleſh from whence it came, 
And up exhales a greazy Stench, 
For which you curſe the carelefs Wench : 


* Milon. 


+ Prima Num. 


n D— Dams Yorks, and N. Po—y 
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ventur'd to look in, 


805 


. 


eier ers erer 


r 


2212215 


8.7 
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30, Things which muſt not be enpreſt, 
When plumpt into the recking Cheſt, 
Send up an excremental Smell, 
. 
The Petticoats and Gown perfume, 
And waſt a Stink round ev'ry Room. 
Tus finiſhing his grand Survey, 
The Swain diſguſted flunk away. 
Repeating in his am'rous Fits, 
Oh! Celia, Cilia, Celia, u 
Bor Vengeance, Goddeſs, never ſlesping, 
Soon puniſh'd Syrepbox for his peeping. 
His foul Imagination links 

Each Dame he ſees with all her Stinks ; 
And, if unſavoury Odours fly, 
Conceives a Lady ftanding by. 
All Women his Deſcription fits, 
And both Ideas jump like Wits, 
By vicious Fancy coupled faſt, . 
And ftill appearing in Contrap. 


I vir wretched Swrepbon, blind 3 
To all the Charms of Woman-Kind. 


Should I the Qxeen of Love refuſe, 
Becauſe the roſe from ſtinking Ooze 2 = 
To him that looks behind the Scene, 
_ Statira's but ſome pocky Quean. 
Wx Celia all her Glory ſhows, 
If Strepbon would but ſtop his Noſe, 
W ho now ſo impiouſly blaſphemes | 
| Her Ointments, Daubs, and Paints, and Creams3 


805 Her Waſhes, Slope, and ev'ry Clout, 
1 With which he makes fo foul 9 
Ys E He ſoon would learn to think like me, 


And bleſs his raviſh'd Eyes to ſce Suck 


— 


8 n mY Ove * ** 
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uch Order from Confuſion ſprung, 
Such gaudy Tulips rais d _ * 


— 


The Power of TIME. * 


—_——— _—_ 


ed 


Written in the Vzaz 1730. 


| neither Braſs, nor Marble, can withſtand 
The mortal Force of Time's deſtructive Hand; 
If Mountains fink to Vales, if Cities die, 
And leſ'ning Rivers mourn their Fountains dry- 
When my old Caſſock, ſaid a M elch Divine, 
Is out at Elbows; why ſhould I repine ? 


* Searron bath « larger Phem on the ſame d j 


1 8 * 


Death a and Daphne. 


— Ad 


Wh — young Labs — kan. 


Written in the Vear 1730. nt 


— 


* 


Df went upon a ſolemn "OM 
Ar Plates Hall, his Court to pay: 
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The Phantom, having humbly kiſi t 
n 
Of DoQurs, Fevers, Plagucs, and Pills 
Fun obſcrving, fince the Peace, 
The Burial Article decreaſe ; 
And, vext to ſee Alﬀaire miſtarry, 
Declar'd in Council, Death muſt marry : 
Vow'd, he no longer could ſupport 
Old Batchelors about his Court : 
The Int'reft of his Realm had need 
That Death ſhould get a num rous Breed; 
Young Deathlings, who, by Practice made 
Proficient in their Father's Trade, 
With Colonies might ſtock around 
His large Dominions under Ground: 

A Cons ur r of Coquers below 
Was call'd,. maps ny fon. 
From her own Head, Megera takes 
A Perriwig of twiſted Snakes; 
Which in the niceſt Faſhion curl'd, 
Like * Towpets of this upper World; 
(With Flow'r of Sulphur powder'd well, 
That graceful on his Shoulders fell) 
An Adder of the fable Kind, 
In Line dire&, hung down behind. 
The Owl, the Raven, and the Bat, 
Club'd for a Feather to his Hat; 
His Coat, an Uſ'rer's Velvet Pall, 
 Bequeath'd to Pate, Corps and all. 
But, loch his Perſon to expoſe 
Bare, ike «Cureaſe pick'e by Crown, 


— The Perg: v in Faſhion ave ſo called. 
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A Lawyer o'er his Hands and Face, GY 

Stuck artfully a Parchment Caſe. — | 

No new-flux't Rake ſhew d fairer Skin ; 

Not Phyllis after lying-in. 

With Snuff was fill'd his Ebon Box, 

Of Shin-Bones rotted by the Pox. 

Nine Spirits of blaſpheming Fops, _ 

With Aconite anoint his Chops: 
And give him Words of dreadful Sounds, 
G= 4mm NY UT SN 


Tuvs furniſh't out, he ſent his Train 
To take a Houſe in Harwick-Lane : 
The Faculty, his humble Friends) 
A complimental Meſſage ſends; 


Harangu' d, and welcom'd him to Town. / 
Bor, Death had Buſ*neſs to difpatch> — * 

His Mind was running en bis Match. ; 

And, hang We eee 

His Majefty of Terrors came, | 

Fine as a Col'nel of the 

To viſit where ſhe ſat at Cards: 

Thought him Adonis in his Bloom. 

And now her Heart with Pleaſure jumps, 

She ſcarce remembers what is Trumps. 
For, ſuch a Shape of Skin and Bone 

Was never ſeen, except her Won: 

Charm'd with his Eyes and Chin and Snout, 

Her Pocket-Glafs drew lily out; 4. $655 

And, grew cnamour'd with her Phiz, 

As juſt the Counterpart of this. 


She 
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She darted many a private Glance, 
And freely made the firſt Advance; 
Was of her Beauty grown ſo vain, 
She doubted not to win the Swain. 
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Nothing ſhe thought could ſooner gain him, 


Than with her Wit to entertain him. 
She ask't about her Friends below; 
This meagre Fop, that batter'd Beau: 
Whether ſome late departed Toaſts 
Had got Gallants among the Ghoſts ? 

It Chloe were a Sharper till, 


As great as ever, at Quadrille? 


(The Ladies there muſt needs be Rooks, 
For, Cards we know, are Plato's Books) 
If Florimel had found her Love 

For whom ſhe hang'd herſelf above? 
How oft a Week was kept a Ball 

By Proſerpine, at Pluto's Hall? 

She fancy'd, thoſe Eh ſian Shades 


The ſweeteſt Place for Maſquerades ; 


How pleaſant on the Banks of Styx, 
To troll it in a Coach and Six! 


Wuar Pride a Female Heart enflames! 
How endleſs are Ambition's Aims! 


Ceaſe haughty Nymph ; the Fates decree 


Death muſt not be a Spouſe for thee: - 


For, when by chance the meagre Shade 
Upon thy Hand his Finger laid; 


Thy Hand as dry and cold as Lad. 
His matrimonial Spirit fled ; 


e felt about his Heart a Damp, 
That —_ extingurh't Capid's Lamp: 
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Away the frighted Spoctre ſcuds, 
And Teoves wy Lally WEBCICGs. 


3 
ETI the Grizette. 


Written in the Year 1730. 


Uzzx of Wit and Beauty, Betty, 
ever may the Muſe forget ye: 
How thy Face charms ev 13 
Spotted over like a Le pa 
And, tby freckled Neck n. 
Envy breeds in ev'ry Maid. 
Like a Fly-blown Cake of Tallow, 
Or, on Parchment, Ink turn'd yellow: 
Or, A tawny ſpeckled Pippin, | | 
Shrivel'd with a Winter's keeping. 
Anv, thy Beauty thus difpatch't ; 
Let me praiſe thy Wit unmatch't. 
Sars of Phraſes, cut and dryy | 
Evermore thy Tongue ſupply. 
And, thy Memory is loaded 
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Stock't with Repartees and Jokes, 
Suited to all Chriſtian Fokes : 
Shreds of Wit, and ſenſcleſs Rhimes, 
| Blunder'd out a thouſand Times. 
Nor, wilt thou of Gifts be ſparing, 
Which can ne'er be worſe for wearing. 
Picking Wit among Collegions, 
In the Play-Houſe upper Regions; 
Where, in Eighteen-penny Gall'ry, 
Iriſb Nymphs learn Iriſb Raillery: 
But, thy Merit is thy Failing, 
And, thy Raillery is Railing. 

Txvs, with Talents well endu'd 
To be ſcurrilous, and rude; 
When you pertly raiſe your Snout, 
Fleer, and gibe, and laugh, and flout; 
This, among Hibernian Aſſes, 
For ſheer Wit, and Humour paſſes! 
Thus, indulgent Chloe bit, 

Swears you have a World of Wit. 


1 


AE 
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THE And H 


Place 175 55 Damm d. 


n 


Written i in the Year 1731. 


* 


— — 
9 2 he — 


—_ 


LL Folks, who pretend to Religion and Grace, 
Allow there's a Hart, but diſpute of the ; 
= "Ws a 
But if Hart may by Logical Rules be defin'd wo, 
The Place of the Damm d. Tl tell you wy — 


Wurnever the Damn A do chiefly POTN 
Moſt certainly there is HIT to be found; 

| Danm'd Poets, Damn'd-Criticks, Damu'd Blckbeads 
Damn'd Knaves, 

. Damn'd Senators brib'd, Damn d proftitute Hates; 
Damn d Lawyers and Jans, 1 Damn d Lords and 
Damn'd Squires, 

Dama'd Spies and formers, Dame?d Friendeand | fe 


Damn'd Lyars, His“ 

Damn d Villains corrupted in every Station; He « 
| Damn'd Time-Serving Priefts all over the Nation, | Not 
And into the Bargain Ill readily give you | 3 
Damn d ignorant Prelates, and Counſellors privy. — 


Then 
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Tuben let os no longer by Parſons be Flamm'd, 
= For We know by theſe Marks, the Place of the 
Damn'd:- 
And HL to be ſure is at Paris or Rome, | 
How happy for Cs, that it is not at Home ! 


ach, — K 
u my En as ON BS, 5 
| Written in the Year 1731- 
L | — — — — — mmm nn 
POLLO, God of Light and Wir, 
be 
* A Could Verſe inſpire, but ſeldom writ : 
* Refin'd all Mettals with his Looks, 
5 we" As well as Chy miſts by their Books: 
As handſome as my Lady's Page; 
+ and Sweet Five and Twenty was his Age. 
His Wig was made of ſunny Rays; 
He crown'd his youthful Head with Bays: 
Not all the Court of Heav'n could ew 


8o nice and ſo compleat a Beau. 
No cir, upon his firſt Appearance, 


With Twenty Thouſand Pounds a Year . 
"a8 
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E'er drove, before he ſold his Land, 

So ſine a Coach along the Strand; © 

The Spokes, we are by Ovid told, 

Were Silyer, and the Axel Gold. 

(I own, twas but a Coach and Four, 

For Jupiter allows no more.) 


Yer, with his Beauty, Wealth, and Parts, ”; 


Enough to win ten Thouſand Hearts; 
No vulgar Deity above OY 
Was ſo unfortunate i in Love. 


Tank weighty Cauſes were aſſi gi, 
That mov'd the Nymphs to be unkind, 
Nine Muſes always waiting round him, 
He left them Virginsas he found em. 
His Singing was another Fault ; 

For he could reach to B. in ah: 
And by the Sentiments of Pliny, 
Such 4 are like + Nicolini. 

At laſt, the Point was fully clear'd; 
In ſhort; Apollo had no Beard. 


+ A famons Italian Singer. 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 30% 


— - * 4 & ow * O 1 - 


— Ot RR" Fe — 3 
— , — — — 


The Author * been told by an intimate — 
that the Duke of Queensberry had employed Hr. 

Gay to inſpeft the Accounts and Management of bis: 
S s Receivers and Stewards, (which, bocbever, 
proved afterwards to be a * writ 20 db. _ 
the following Poem, 


| Wrinen in the Yzan 1731. | 


a — — _ 
—___l m 'Y : - — e 


Howe could you, Go; 22 the Muſes 
Ra 
To ſerve a taſtleſs C——t . Years in vain?. 
Fain would I think, our | Female Friend ſincere, 
Till B—, the Poet's Foe, poſlcſs't her Ear. 

Did Female Virtue cer ſo high aſcend, 

To loſe an Inch of Favour for a Friend? 


Say,. had the Court no better Place to chuſt 
For thee, than make a dry Nurſe of thy Muſe 2: 
How cheaply had thy Liberty been ſold, 

To ſquire a Royal Girl of two Years old! 
In Leading-ftrings her Infant · ſteps to guide; 
Or, with her Go-Cart amble Side by Side. 

Bur * princely Doxglas, and his glorious Dame, 
Advanc'd thy Fortune, and preſerv'd thy Fame. 
Nor, will your nobler Gifts be miſapply'd, 

When o'cr your Pairon's Treafhro you preſide, 


+ Mrs, H— d, now C— f.. of S—k 
2 * The Duke of Quecnsberry:. 
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| The World mall own, his Choice was wiſe and 


For, Sons of Pbæbus never break their Truſt. 
Nor Love of Beauty leſs the Heart inflames 
Of Guardian Eunuchs to the Sultan Dames, 
Their Paſſions not more impotent and cold, 
Than thoſe of Poets to the Luft of Gold. 
With Pan's pureſt Fire his Favourites glow ; 
The Dregs will ſerye to ripen Ore below; 


His meaneſt Work: For, had he thought it fir, 
That, Wealth ſhould be the Appenage of Wit, 


The God of Light could ne er have been ſo blind, 
Jo deal it to the worſt of Human- kind. 
Bor let me now, for I can do it well, 

Tour Conduct in this new Employ foretell. 
Ax firſt: To make my Obſervation right, 
I place a STN full before my Sight. 
A bloated .. / in all his Geer, 

With ſhameleſs Viſage, and perfidious Leer, 
Two Rows of Teeth arm each devouring Jaw ; 
And, Oftrich-like, his all-digefting Maw. 
My Fancy drags this Mon ſter to my View, 

To ſhow the World his chief Reverſe in you. 
Of loud un- meaning Sounds, a rapid Flood 


Rolls from his Mouth in plenteous Streams of Mud; 
With theſe, the Ct and S—te-houſe he plies, 


Made up of Noiſe, and Impudence, and Lies. 


Now, let me ſhow how B— and you agree. 
hog lere a F Mw Prince, as well as He. & 


+> 4 T itle given to every Duke by the Herald: 
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Nor, think your ſelf ſecure in doing wrong, 
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The Dura Coffers, truſted to your Charge, 
Vour honeſt Care may fill; perhaps enlarge. 
His Vaſſals eaſy, and the Owner bleſt; 
They pay a Trifle, and enjoy the reſt. 
Not ſo a Nation's Revenues are paid: 

The Servants Faults are on the Maſter laid. 
The People with a Sigh their Taxes bring ; 


And curſing B forget to bleſs = ——, 
Nxxr, henrken Gay, to what thy . re- 
quires, 


With 23 Tenants, and the acighd'riag Santos: | 
Let all Domeſticks feel your gentle Sway ; 
Nor bribe, inſult, nor flatter, nor betray. 
Let due Reward to Merit be allow'd; 
Nor, with your KIND RED * the Palac = 
crowd, 


oy telling Noſes with a Party ftrong. 


Bx rich; but of your Wealth make no Parade; 
At leaſt, before your Maſter's Debts are paid. 
Nor, in a Palace built with Charge immenſe, 
Preſume to treat bim at bis own Expence. 


Each Farmer in the Neighbourhood can count 
To what your lawful Perquiſites amount. 
The Tenants poor, the Hardneſs of the Times, 


Are ill Excuſes for a Servant's Crimes: 
With Int'reſt, and a Premium paid beſide, 


The Maſter's preſſing Wants muſt be ſupply d; 
With haſty Zeal, behold, the Steward come, 


By his own Credit to advance the Sum; 
Who, while * unrigbteous Mammon is his Friend, 
May well conclude his Pow'r will never end. 
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A faithful Treaſ'rer! What could he do more? 
He lends my Lord, what was my Lord's before. 
Tun Law fo ſtrictly nn the Monarch's 

W 
That no Phyſician dares preſcribe by Stealth: 
The Council fir ; approve the Doctor's Skill; 
And give Advice before he gives the Pill. 

But, the State-Emp ric acts a ſafer Part; 

And while he poiſons, wins the Royal Heart. 
Bor, how can I deſcribe the rav*nous Breed? 
Then, let me now by Negatives proceed. 
Soros E your Lord a truſty Servant ſend, 

On weighty Bus'neſs, to ſome neighb'ring Friend: 
Preſume not, Gay, unleſs you ſerve a Drone, 
To.countermand his Orders by your own. 


SnovrtD ſome impericus Neighbour fink the Boats,. 
And drain the Fib-jonds ;. while your Mafter doats ;. 
Shall he upon the Duca Rights intrench, 
Becauſe he brib'd you with a Brace of Tench ? 


Non, from your Lord his bad Condition hide; H 
To feed his Luxury, or ſooth his Pride. 
Nor, at an under Rate his Timber ſell; 

And, with an Oath, aſſure him; all is well. 
Or + /avear it rotten; and with humble Airs, 
Requeſt it of him to compleat your Stairs. | 
Nor, when a Mortgage lies on half his Lands, | 
Come with a Purſe of Guincas in your Hands. 


| Havs 


+ Theſe Lines ave thought to allude to ſome Story con- | 

cerning a great Quantity of Maboganny, declared rot- 

zen, Der Caſes, C. applied by 3 Body to M. en, Srairs,.. 
Dooxr +» es, &c. 


ch's 
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Hav + Peter Waters always in your Mind; 
That Rogue of genuine minifterial Kind : 
Can half the Peerage by his Arts bewitch ; 
Starve twenty Lords to make one Scoundrel rich: 
And, when he gravely has undone a Score, 
Is humbly pray 'd to ruin Twenty more. 
A pkxr'aous Steward, when his Tricks are 
- found, | 
. * Huſb-money ſends to all the Neighbours round: 
His Maſter, unſuſpicious of his Pranks, N 
Pays all the Coſt, and gives the Villain Thanks, 
And, ſhould a Friend attempt to ſet him right, 


His Lordſhip would impure it all to Spight : 


Would love his Fav'rite better than before ; 


Aud truſt his Honeſty juſt ſo much more. 


Thus Families, like R ms, with equal Fate, 1 
May fink by premier Miniſters of State. 


Song, when an Heir ſucceeds ; go boldly on, 


And, as they robb'd the Father, rob the Sow. 


A Knave, who deep embroils his Lord's Affairs, 
Will ſoon grow neceſſary to his Heirs. 


His Policy conſiſts in ſettizg Traps. 


In finding Hays and Means, and ſtopping Gaps: 
He knows a Thouſand Tricks, whene er he pleaſe, 
Though not to cure, yet palliate each Diſeaſe. 

In either Caſe, anequal Chance is run : 

For, keep, or turn him out, my Lord's undone- 


| Tou 


1 He bath praficed this Trade for many Years, and 
Gil continues it — Succeſs; and after he hath ruined 
ant Lord, is earneſtl — to take another. 

F A Cant | 
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You want a Hand to clear a filthy sink; 
No cleanly Workman can endure the Stink. 
A ſtrong Dilemma in adeſp'rate Caſe ! 
To act with Infamy, or quite the Place. 


A Boxer thus, who ſcarce the Nail can hit, T 
With driving wrong, will make the Pannel ſplit : 8 4 
Nor, dares an abler Workman undertake | * 
To drive a ſecond, leſt the whole ſhould break. = 

In ey'ry Court the Parallel will hold; 


And Kingy, like private Folks, are bought and fold: 7 
The ruling Rogue, who dreads to - caſhier'd ; 

_ Contrives, as he is bated, to be fear'd 

 Confounds Accounts, perplexes all . 3 

For, Vengeance more embroils, than Skill repair: 

80, Robbers (and their Ends are juſt the ſame) 

To ſcape Enquiries, leave #he Houſe in Flame. 

I xxzw a brazen Miniſter of State, 

| Who bore for twice ten Years the publick Hate, 

Tn every Mouth the Queſtion moſt in Vogue 

Was; When will nx turn out this odi us Rogue? 

A Juncture happen'd in his higheſt Pride: 

While H E went robbing on; old Maſter dy d. 

Me thought, there now — room to doubt, 
His Work is done, th: Miniſter muſt out. 

The Court invited more than One, or Two? 

Will you, Sir & — : or, will you, or you? 

But, not a Soul his Office durſt accept: 

The ſubtle Knave had all the Plunder ſwept. 

And, ſuch was then the Teinper of the Times, 

He ow'd his Franzen to his Crimes. 


The 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſſonn. 3 11 
The Candidates obſerv'd his dirty Paws, 
Nor found it difficult to gueſs the Cauſe : 

But when they ſmelt ſuch foul Corruptions round 
| him; 


Amway they fled, and left him as they found him. 


Tuvs, when a \ greedy Sloven once has thrown 
His Snot into the Meſs; is all bis own, | 


2D - 


Wes, 


* ern Ws 
—— — — . 
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We vund the ods Poem medi in F 
ournal 7 the 17th o en grin 173: fre 
was written in the laſt Seſſion, and many 
Copies were taken, but never printed here. 
The Subjef of it is now over; but our 


Author's known Zeal againſt that Pro- 
jet made bim generally yo to be the To 
Author. We reprint it juf as it hyes + Jaw 
Fog's Fournal. 1 
„„ tis BU To 
 evasoccaſioned by the B—s of that Kingdom ende auour- Th 
ins to get an Act to divide the Church Livings, which 
| Bill was reje8ed by the Iriſh Houſeof Commons. It is 


ſaid to be written by an boneft Curate; the Reader of 
| Tafte perhaps, may gueſs who the Currate : -ould be, that 
. 8 


— 


we in the VEAX 173. 


O Latimer preaching did fairly deſcribe 
? who rul'd all the reſt of his 


| Rs. : 
| | And who is this B———? And where does he E 
. __ dwell? - 3 
Why truly tis Satay, Arch- b of Hell: 
And HE was a Primate, and HE wore a Mitre, 
Surrounded with Jewels of Sulphur and Nitre. 1 


How \ 
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How nearly this 3 our B— reſembles! 
But his has the Odds, who believes and cobo tremble. 
Cou'd you ſee his grim _ for a Pound toa 

Penny. 

You'd ſwear it muſt be the A of Mie 
Poor Satan will think the Compariſon odious ; 
I wiſh I could find him out one more commodions. 
But this I am ſure, the Moft Rev rend old Dragon, 
Has got on the Bench many Bs Suffragan: 
And all Men believe he preſides there incog. 
To give them by Turns an inviſible Jog. 


Ovn Bo— puft up with Wealth and with 


Pride. 


To Hell on the Backs of che Clergy wou'd ride; 
They mounted, and —_— with — and with 


Spur, 
In vain 


Doom, 
On their Croſiers to ride, like a Witch on a Broom. 


Tho* they gallop fo faſt, on the Road you may 


find em, 


And have left us but Three out of Ine behind 
'em. 


Lord B——'s good Grace, Lord C ——— , and 
Lord H 


Inſpighrof rhe Devil would Kill be untoward. 


They came of good Kindred, and cou'd not endure 


Their former Companions ſhould begar their Door. 


Wuen CHRIST was betray's to Pilate, the 


Prætor, 
In a — Apoſtles but one prov'd a Traytor! 


Vor. II E e One 


for the Devil a Parſon wou'd ſtir. 5 
Zo the — unhors'd them, and this was thete 


* * 
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One Traytor alone, and faithful Eleven; 
But we can afford you Six Traytors in Seven. 


Wuar a Clutter with Clippings, Dividings, and 
Cleavings! _ 

And the Clergy, forſooth, muſt take up with their 

_ Leavings. 

They l 3 8 
And ſo may the B—— s for ever divide, £5 80 
That no honeſt Heathen would be on their Side. 
How ſhou'd we rejoice, if, like Judas the firſt, 
Thoſe Splitters of Parſons i in ſunder ſhou'd burſt? 


Now hear an Alluſion ! —— A "_ yu. 
know, 
Is divided chove, but united below. 
Ik this you conſider, our Emblem is right; 
The B —s divide, but the Clergy unit. 
Should the Bottom be ſplit, our B-——— would 
203 dread 
That the Mitre wou'd never Rick faſt on their Head, 
And yet they have learnt the chief An of - 
Soy 'reign, 
As Machiavel taught em; divide ann 
But, Courage, my L- ds, tho? it cannot be ſaid 
That one cloven Tongue, ever ſat on your Head; 
Pl hold you a Groat, and I wiſh I cou'd ſee't, 


If your 5 were off, you cou'd ſhow cloven | No 
Feet Re 

Bur hold, ay the 1 and give 3 Play; Fo 
Before you condemn us, hear what we can ſay. Tt 

| What truer Affection cou'd ever be ſhown, f = | Ti 


Than ſaving your Souls, by damning our own? N. 
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And have we not practis d all Methods to gain you 


With the Tyth of the Tyth of * T'yth to min- 


tain you: 
Proyided a Fund for building you ines: 
You are only to live four Years without Vittles ! 


Ac. on but let us change 


| Hands ; 
Firſt take you our Tyths, and give us your Lands; 
So Gop bleſs the Church, and three of ous 


Mitres ; 
And Gop bleſs the Commons for Biting u the Biters. 


— 


A — young Nymph go 


ing to Bed. 


_ Written for the Honour of the — 7537. 


— 


5 


Cane Pride of Drury-Lane, 
For whom no Shepherd ſighs in vain; 
Never did Covent-Garden boaſt 55 
So bright a batter d, ſtrolling Toaſt ; 
No drunken Rake to pick her up, 

No Cellar where on Tick to ſup; 
Returning at the Midnight Hour; 
Four Stories climbing to her Bow'r; 
Then, ſeated on a three · leg d Chair, 
Takes off her artificial Hair: 
Now, picking out a Chryſtal Eye, 
She wipes it clean, and lays it by. 
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Her Eye-brows from a Monſe's Hyde, 
Stuck on with Art on either Side, 
Pulls off with Care, and firſt diſplays em, 
Then in a Play-book ſmoothly lays em. 
Now, dext'roully her Plumpers draws, 
That ſerve to fill her hollow Jaws. 
* Untwiſts a Wire; and from her Gums 
A Set of Teeth compleatly « comes. 
Pulls out the Rags contriv'd to prop 
Her flabby Dugs, and down they drop. 
Proceeding on, the lovely GoddeG 


| /—_ _- Unlaces next her Steel-rib'd Bodice ; 


Which, by the Operator's Skill, 
Preſs down the Lumps, the Hollows Gill. 
Up goes her Hand, and off ſhe flips | 
The Bolſters that ſupply her Hips. 
Wich gentleſt Touch, ſhe next explorce 
Her Shankers, Iſſues, running Sores ; 
Effects of many a ſad Diſaſter, 
And then to each applies a Plaiſter. 
But muſt, before ſhe goes to Bed, 
Rub off the Dawbs of White and Red; 
And ſmooth the Furrows in her Front, 
With greaſy Paper fuck upon't. 
She takes a Bolus e er the ſleeps; 
And then between two Blankets creeps. 
With Pains of Love tormented lies; 
Or, if ſhe chance to cloſe her Eyes, 
Of Brideevell and the Compter dreams, 
And feels the Laſh, and faintly ſcreams 
Or, by a faithleſs Bully drawn, 
At ſome Hedge-Tavern lies in Pawn. 


Or, to Jamaica ſeems tranſported, 

+ Alone, and by no Planter courted: 
Or, near Fleet- Ditch's oozy Brinks, 
Surrounded with a Hundred Stinks, 
Belated, ſeems on Watch to lye, 

And ſnap ſome Cully paſſing by. 
Or, ſtruck with Fear, her Fancy runs 
On Watchmen, Conſtables, and Duns, 
From whom ſhe meets with frequent Rubs; 
But, never from religious Clubs; 
Whofe Favour ſhe is ſure to find, 
Becauſe ſhe pays them all in Kind. 


CORINN A wakes. A dreadful Sight! © 
Behold the Ruins of the Night! 
A wicked Rat her Plaiſter ſtole, 

Half eat, and dragg'd it to his Hole: 
The Chryſtal Eye, alas, was milſs't ; 

And Puſs had on her Plumpers p ſt. 
A Pidgeon pick't her Ifſue-Peas; .; 
And Shock her Treſſes fill d with Fleas. 


Tux Nymph, though in this | mangled Plight, 
Muſt ev'ry Morn her Limbs unite, 
But, how ſhall I deſcribe her Arts. 
To recolle& the ſcatter d Parts? 
Or ſhew the Anguiſh, Toyl, and Pain, 
Of gath'ring up her ſelf again. 
The baſhful Muſe will never bear 
In ſuch a Scene to interfere: 
Corinna in the Morning dizen'd, 
Who ſees will ſpew ; who ſmells, be ted. 


+ ——Et longam incomitata videtur 
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$ rrephon and Chloe. 


— 


6 . 


Written in the Year 1731. 


r 


— 


W Chloe all the Town has rung ; 
By ev'ry Size of Poets ſung: 
So beautiful a Nymph appears 
But once in Twenty Thouſand Years : 
By Nature form'd with niceſt Care, 
And, faultleſs to a fingle Hair. 
Her gracefal Mien, her Shape, and Face, 
Confeſs't her of no mortal Race: 
And then, ſo nice, and ſo genteel ; 
Such Cleanlineſs from Head to Heel: 
No Humours groſs, . or frowzy Steams, 
No noifome Whiffs, or ſweaty Streams, 
Before, behind, above, below, 
Could from her taintleſs Body flow, 
Would ſo diſcreetly Things diſpoſe, 
$ None ever ſaw her pluck a Roſe. 
=_ | Her deareſt Comrades never caught her 


Squat on her Hams, to make Maids Water. 
You'd ſwear, that ſo divine a Creature 
Felt no Neceſſities of Nature. 
_ In Summer, had ſhe walk't the Town, 
Her Arm-pits would net ſtain her Gown : 
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At Country-Dances, not a Noſe oY; 
Could in the Dog-Days ſmell ber Toes. 


Her Milk-white Hands, both Palms and Backs, 
Like Iv'ry dry, and ſoft as Wax. * 5 


_ ol 


Her Hands, the ſofteſt ever felt, 

J Though cold would burn, though dry would melt. . 
— Daa Venn, hide this wond'roums Maid, 
Nor let her looſe to ſpoil your Trade. 


— While the engroſſeth ev'ry Swain, 
You but o'er half the World can reign. 


Think what a Caſe all Men are now in, 
What ogling, fighing, toaſting, vowing! 
What powder'd Wigs! What Flames and Darts! 
What Hampers full of bleeding Heart! 
What Sword-knots! What poetick Strains! 
What Billet - doux, and clouded Canes! 
Bor, Strepbon figh'd fo loud and ftrong, 
He blew a Settlement along: 
And, bravely drove his Rivals down 
With Coach and Six, and Houſe in Town. 
The baſhful Nymph no more withftands, 
Becauſe her dear Papa commands. 
The charming Couple now unites : 
Proceed we to the Marriage Rites. 
Imezimns, at the Temple Porch 
Stood Hymen with a flaming Torch : 
The ſmiling Cyprian Goddeſs brings 
Her infant Loves with purple Wings: 
And Pidgeons billing, Sparrows treading, 
Fair Emblems of a fruitful Ong _— 
4 : The 
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The Muſes next in Order follow, 


Conducted by their Squire, Alo: 


Then Mercury with Silver Tongue, 
And Hebe, Goddeſs ever young. 


Behold the Bridegroom and his Bride, 

Walk Hand in Hand, and Side by * 

She by the tender Graces dreſt, | 

But, he by Mars, in Scarlet Veſt. 

The Nymph was cover'd with her + Flammeum, 
And Phebus ſang th' I Epithalaminm. 

And, laſt, to make the Matter ſure, _ 

Dame Juno brought a Prieft demure. 

Luna was abſent, on Pretence 

Her Time was not till Nine Months hence. 


Punx Rites perform'd, the Parſon paid, 
In state return d the grand Parade; 
With loud Huzza's from all the Boys, 
That, now the Pair muſt crown their Joys. 

Bur, ſtill the hardeſt Part remains. 
Strepbon had long perplex'd his Brains, 

How with fo high a Nymph he might 
Demean himſelf the Wedding-Night: 
For, as he view'd his Perſon round, 
Meer mortal Fleſh was all he found : 

His Hand, his Neck, his Mouth, and Feet 
Were duly waſht, to keep them ſweet; 
(With other Parts that ſhall be nameleſs, 
The Ladies elſe might think me ſhameleſs.) 


The 


+ A Veil which 8 Brides covered themſebve 
with cuben they were going to be married. 
| bl Marriage Song-at Weddings.. 


* Diana, Gaddeſs of Midwives. 
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The Weather and his Love were hot; 

And ſhould he ſtruggle; I know what—— 
Why let it go, if I muſt tell it 

He'll ſwear, and then the Nymph may ſmell i it. 
While ſhe a Goddeſs dy'd in Grain 

Was unſuſceptible of Stain : 

And, FYenus-like, her fragrant Skin 

Exhal'd Ambroſia from within: 

Can ſuch a Deity endure 

A mortal human Touch impure ? 

How did the humbled Swain deteſt 

His Beard, and hairy Breaft ! 

His Night-cap dender d round with Lace 
Could give no Soſtneſs to his Face. 


Yr, if the Goddeſs could be kind, 
What endleſs Raprures muſt he find! 
And, Goddeſſes have now and then 
Come down to viſit mortal Men: 

To viſit, and to court them too: 
A certain Goddeſs, God knows who, 
(As in a Book he heard it read) 

Took Col'nel Pelexs to her Bed. 
But, what if he ſhould loſe his Life 
By vent'ring on his heav'nly Wife? 

For, Strepben could remember well, 

That, once he heard a School- boy * 

How Semele of mortal Race, 

By Thunder dy'd in Fove' s Embrace : 
And, what if daring Strepbon dyes 
By Lightning ſhot from Chloe's Eyes? 
Waun theſe Reflections fill'd his Head, | 
The Bride was put in Form to Bed: 


— 
——— 
See 
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He follow d, ſtrip't, and in he crept, 
But, awfully his Diſtance kept. 


Now, Ponder <vell ye Parents dear, 
Forbid your Daughters guzzling Beer: _ 
And, make them ev ry Afternoon 
Fiorbear their Tea, or drink it ſoon; 
That, e er to Bed they venture up, 
They may diſcharge it ey'ry Sup: 
If not; they muſt in evil Plight 
Be often forc'd to riſe at Night, 
Keep them to wholſome Food _— . 
Nor let them taſte what cauſes Wind; 
* ("Tis this the Sage of Samos means, 
Fiorbidding his Diſciples Beans) 
O, think what Evils muſt enſue; 
- Miſs Hol the Jade will burn it blue: 
And, when the once hath got the Art, 
She cannot help i it for her Heart; 
But, out it flies, e en when ſhe meets 
Her Bridegroom in the Wedding-Sheets. 
J Carminative and + Dinretick, 
Will damp all Paſſion $ymparketick : 
And, Love fach Nicety requires, 
One Blaſt will put out all his Fires. 
Since — get behind the Scene, 


The Wife ſhould ſtudy to be clean; 
Nor give the ſmalleſt Room to gueſs e 
r LY 
| " But, 
* A well known Preces of Pythagoras, mat ts 648 


r 
| Medicines to break Wind. 
Medicines to provoke Urine, 


o 


 Ev'n Lambs by Inftin& fly the Butcher. | 


The Bride muſt either void or burft. 
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But, after Marriage, practice more 8 
Decorum than ſhe did before; 
To keep her Spouſe deluded till, 
And make him fancy what ſhe will. 
In Bed we left the married Pair: 
Tis Time to ſhew how Things went there. 
Strephon, who had been often told, 
Thar Fortune ſtill aſſiſts the Bold, 
Reſoly'd to make his firſt Attack: 


But, Chios drove him fiercely back. 


en . 


With Conſtitution cold and ſnowy, 
Permit a brutiſh Man to touch her; 


Reſiſtance on the Wedding - night 
Is what our Maidens claim by Right: 
And, Chloe, tis by all 
Was Maid! in Thought, and Word, and Deed. 
Vet, ſome aſſign a diff rent Reaſon; | 
That Strepbon choſe no proper Seaſon. 
Say, fair Ones, muſt I make a Pauſe? 
Or freely tell the ſecret Cauſe. 
Twr vx Cups of Tea, (with Grief ſpeak) 
Had now conftrain'd the Nymph to leak. 
This Point muſt needs be ſettled firſt: 


Then, ſec the dire Effect of Peaſe, 
Think what can give the Cholick eaſe. 
The Nymph oppreſt before, behind, 

As Ships are toſs't by Waves and Wind, 
Steals out her Hand, by Nature led, 
And * aVeſſcl! into Bed; 


=_ 
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2 — — — —— — en oe 


— . 


Can Chloe, heav'oly Chloe 2 
But, when he ſmelt a noyſome Steam 
Which oft attends that luke-warm Stream; 


Expiring ee . 


Fair Utenſil, as ſmooth and white 
As Chloe's Skin, almoſt as bright. 
STREPHON who heard the fuming R 
As from a moſly Cliff diſtill; | 
Cry'd out, ye Gods, what Sound 3 is this? 


* (Salerno both together joins 7 _ 
As ſov'reign Med'cines for the Loyns) 


And, though contriv'd, we may ſuppoſe = 
To flip his Ears, yet ſtruck his Nofe: 


He found her, while the Scent inereaſt, 
As mortal] as himſelt at lea ſt. | 
But, ſoon with like Occaſions preſt, 
He boldly ſent his hand in queſt, 


_ (Inſpir'd with Courage from his Bride.) 


To reach the Pot on t'other Side. 
And as he fill'd the reeking Vaſe, 


Let fly a Rouzer in her Face. 


Tus little Cupids how ring round, = 
(As Pictures prove) with Garlands crown'd, 
Abaſh't at hat they ſaw and heard, 


Flew off, nor ever more appear d. 


Abixv to raviſhing Delights, 


High Raptures, and romantielæ Flights; 


To Goddeſſes fo heavuly ſweet, 


To 


* Vide Sckok Salle. Rules of Health, written 
by the School of Salem. 


Uingere cum bumbis res eft ſaluberrims lumbis. 


= 
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To filver Meads, aud ſhady Bow'rs, - 
Dreſt up with Amarambis Flow'rs, 


How great a Change ! bow quickly made? | 
They learn to call a Spade, a Spade. 


They ſoon from all: Conftraine are freed; 


Can ſee each other & their Need. 
On Box of Cedar fits the Wife, 


And makes it warm for Deareſ Life. 
And, e * 
Find great Society in Sti 


Now, Swephon daily entertains 


| His Cbioe in the homeli' Strains: 


And, Chloe more experienc'd grown, - 
With Int'reft pays him back Go 


No Maid at Court is le aſham'd, 471 1 
Howe'er for ſelling Bargains fam d, 


Than the, to name her Parts behind, 
Or, when a- bed, to let out Wind. 


; Fain Decency, celeſtial Maid, 


Deſcend from Heav'nto Beauty's Aid ; 


Though Beauty may beget Defire, 
Tis thou muſt fan the Lover's Fire: 


For, Beauty, like ſupreme Dominion, 


Is beſt ſupported by Opinion: 


If Decency bring no Supplies, 
Opinion falls, and beauty dies. 


| To ſee ſome radiant Nymph appear 


In all her glitt'ring Birth-day Gear, 


You think ſome Goddefs from the Sky - - 
Deſended, ready cu and dry: 


But cer you ſell yourſelf to wy - 


Confider well what come after; 
Vor. II. * F F 


\ 


* 


& * 


i. AY 


For, 


326 Po bems on frowned +4] | 


| For, fine Ideas vaniſh faſt, Le 
While all the groſs and filrby laſt. 


DO O Strephen, cer that fatal Day 
When Chloe ſtolę. your Heart away, 


Had you hut through a Cranny ſpy d 

On Houſe of Eaſe your future Bride, 
In all the Poſtures of her Face, 
Which Nature gives in ſuch a Caſe; 
Diftortions, Groanings, Strainings, Hearings; 
"T were better you had lick'r her Leavings, 
Than from Experience find too late 
Your Goddeſs grown a filthy Mate 
Your Fancy then had always dwelt 
On what you ſaw, and what you Hooks + 
Would ſtill the ſome Ideas give ye, 
As when you ſpy'd her on the Privy. | 
And, ſpight of Chloe's Charms divine, 

Yao Heart had been as whole as mine. 


Avr noniriEs both old and recent p 
Direct that Women muſt be decent; 
And, from the Spouſe each Blemiſh hide 
More than from all the World beſide. 


UnJusrLY. all our N ymphs camplain, 
Their Empire holds ſo ſhort a Reign; 
xs after Marriage loſt ſo ſoon, 
It hardly holds the Honey-moon : 
For, if they keep not what they engl, 
It is eutirely their own Fault. 
They take Poſſeſſion of the Crown, 


And then throw all their Weapons down: 4 


Though by the Politicians Scheme 
Whoe\ er arrives at Pow r ſupream, 
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Thoſe Arts by which at firſt they gain it, 
They ſtill muſt practice to maintain it. 

War various ways our Females take, 

| Topaſs for Wits before a Rake! _ 
And, inthe fruitleſs Search, purſue 
All other Methods but the true. 


Son try to learn polite Behaviour, 
By reading Books againſt their Saviour. 
Some call it witty, to refle& 

On ev ry natural Defe&; 

Some ſhew, they never want explaining, 
To comprehend a double Meaning. 
But, ſure a Tell-tale out of School 

Is, of all Wits, the greateſt Fool: 
Whoſe rank Imagination fillis 
Her Heart, and from her Lips diftlls ; 
You'd think ſhe utter'd from behind, 
Or at her Mouth were breaking Wiad. | 


War is a handſome Wiſe ador d 

By every Coxcomb, but her Lord? 
From yonder Puppet-man inquire, _ / , 
Who wiſely hides his Wood and Wire: 
Shews Sheba's Queen compleatly dreſs' t 
And Solomon in Royal Veſt: 
But, view them litter d on the Floor, 
Or, ſtrung on Pegs behind the Door; 
Puncb is exactly of a Piece 

With Lorraine's Duke, and Prince of Gree 


Arpt Builder ſhould forecaſt 
How long the Stuff is like to laſt; 
And, carefully obſerve the Ground, 
To build on ſome Foundation ſound: 
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What Houſe, when "ts Materials crumble, 
Muſt not inevitably tumble? 
What e 
Rais'd on a Baſis unſecuwe? | * 
Raſh Mortals, er you take = Wiſe, Lan 
Contrive your Pile to laſt for Life: 
Since Beauty ſcarce endures a Day, 
And Youth ſo ſwiftly glides away; 
Why will you make your ſelf a Bubble ez 
To build on Sand, with Hay and Stubble ? 3 
On Senſe and Wa your Paſhon found, 
By Decency cemented round; 
Let Prudence with good Nature firive, 
To keep Efteem and Love alive. 
Then, come old Age wbene er it will, 
Your Friendſhip ſhall continue ſtill: 51 5 
And, thus a mutual gentle Fire, N 
Shall never r but with Liſe _ * 03 
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Poents on ſeveral Occaſions. 


Conferring, as they us d to meet, 
On Love and Books, in-Rapture'ſweet ;. 


(Muſe, find me Names to fit my Metre, _ a 


Caſſnus this, and t other Peter 
Friend Peter to Caſſnus goes, 

To chat a while, and warm his Noſe: 
Bat, ſuch a Sight was never ſeen, 


The Lad lay ſwallow'd up in Spleen; 


He ſeem'd as juſt crept out of Bed; 

One greaſy Stocking round his Head, | 

The t'other he ſat down to darn - 
With Threads of dif went colour'd Yarn. - 


His Breeehes torn, expoſing wide 


A ragged Shirt, and tawny Hyde. 


Scorch't were his Shins, his Legs were bare, 


But, well embrown'd. with Dirt and Hair. 
A Rug was o'er his Shoulders thrown; 

A Rug; for Night-gown he had none. 

His Jordan ſtood in Manner fitting 
Between his Lega, to ſpew or ſpit in; 

His antient Pipe in Sable dy ddl, 

And half unſmoak't, lay by his Side. 
Hu, thus accoutr'd, Peter found, 


With Eyes in Smoak and Weeping drown'd.:: 


The Leavings of his laſt Night's Pot 
On Embers plact, to drink it hot. 


War Caf), en an doꝛe thy Pato: 
What makes thee lie a- bed fo late? 
The Finch, the Linnet, and the Thruſh, 


Their Mattins chant in evry Buſh: 


And, I have heard thee oft ſulute 
Aurora with n «EY t 
„ 


— ——_ 
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I Pooms vn —— 
Heaven ſend thou haſt not got the Hyppe. 
How? Not a Word come from thy Lips? 


Tuxx, gave him ſome familiar Thumps, 
A College Joke, to cure the Dumps. 


Tux Swain at laſt, with Grief oppreſi't, 
Dry d Celia thrice, and figh'd the reſt. 


Dax CAD, though to ak I dread, 
Vet, ask I muſt. Is Cela dead? 


How happy I, were that the worſt: 
But I was fated to be curtt. 


Con, tell us, has the play d the Whore 
On Peter, wou'd it were no more! 


Way, Plague confound her ſandy Locks: 2 
Say, has the ſmall or greater Pox, 
Sunk down het Noſe, or ſeam'd her Face? 
Be eaſy, tis a common Cale. 
O Peter! Beauty's but a Varniſh, | 
Which Time and Accidents will taruiſh : 
But, Celia has contriv'd to blaſt 
_ Thoſe Beauties that might ever laſt. 
Nor can Imagination gueſs, | 2 
Nor Eloquence Divine expreſs, 
How that ungrateful charming Maid, 
My pureſt Paſſion has betray d. 
Conceive the moſt inwenom d Dart, 
To pierce an injur:d Lover's Heart. 


Wav, hang her; though ſhe cena & cop, 
I know ſhe loves the Barber's Boy. | 


Faiend Peter, this I could encute; 
For, ev'ry * has Leave to chuſe ; 
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Nor, have I Reaſon to complain : 9 
She loves à more deſerving Swem. 

But, oh! how ill buſt thou div d 

A Crime that ſhocks all human Kind; _ 
A Deed unknown to Female Re, 
At which the Sun mould tride tis Face, 
Advice in vain you world apply 

Then, leave me to deſpair and dye. 

Vet, kind 4rcadings, vn my Urn 

Theſe Elegics and Sonners burn, 

And on the Marble grave theſe Rhimes, | 

A Monument to after- Times: | 
_ & Here Caſh lies, by Cefta ain, 

« And dying, never told his Pain. 

Vun empty World farewell. va, Ka. 

The loud Cerberian triple Bark. 

And there——behold Alco nd, 
A Whip of Scorpions in her Hand. 
Beck'ning to wake me ce the Berry, 


I come, I come,—Medyſe, ſee, 

Her Serpents hiſs direct at me. 
Begone; unhand me, hellifh Fry: 
+ Avaunt——yc cannot Tay *twas T. _ 


| Dzas Caſſy, thou muſt purge and bleed; 
I fear thou wilt be mad indeed. N 
But now, by Friendſhip's ſacred Laws, 
I here conjure thee, tell the Cauſe; 
And Celie's horrid Fact relate: 
Thy Friend would gladly ſhare thy Fats. 


+ Ser Machen. 
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To force it out, my Heart muſt rend: 
Yet, when conjur'd by ſuch a Friend 
Think Peter, how my Soul is rack't, 
Theſe Eyes, theſe Eyes beheld the Fact. 
Now, bend thine Ear; ſince out it muſt: 
But, when thou ſeeſt me laid in Duſt, 
The Secret thou ſhalt ne er impart; 
Not to the Nymph that keeps thy Heart; 
(How would her Virgin Soul bemoan, 
A Crime to all her Sex unknown!) 
Nor whiſper to the tattling Reeds, 
The blackeſt of all Female Deeds. 
Nor blab it on the lonely Rocks, 
Where Echo ſits, and liſt ning, mocks. 
Nor let the Zephyr's treach'rous Gale, 
Through Cambridge waft the direful Tale. 
Nor to the chatt ring feather'd Race, 
_ Diſcover Celia's foul Diſgrace. 
But, if you fail; my Speftre dread 
Attending nightly round your Bed: 
And yet, I dare confide in you ; 5 
So, take my Secret, and adieu. | 
Non, wonder how I loſt my Wits :. 
Oh! Celia, Celia, Celia — 


ON. 


9% 


Mr. Kia being put out of the 
Council. 


| Wrinca in the Tes 1732: 


—— 2 — — — — — 


— a. =. 


. din, Romain wonry's by Will P—ys Tening, 
Who interrupted him in all his Leafings; 
Reſoly'd that Vill. and he ſhould meet no more; | 
- Full in his Face B+ ſhuts the Council Door: 
Nor lets him ſit as Juſtice on the Bench, 

To puniſh Thieves, or {aſh a Suburb Wench 

Yet ſtill St. Stephen's Chappel open lies 

For Hill. to enter What ſhall I adviſe? 
Een quit the Hou sR, for theu too long haſt ſat int, 
Produce at laſt thy dormani Ducal Patent: 
There, near thy Maſter's Throne in Shelter plac” t, 
Let Will. unheard by thee, his Thunder waſte. 

Yet ſtill I fear your Work is done but Half; 

For while he keeps his Pen, you are not ſafe. 


HA an old Fable, and a dull one too; 
Vet bears a Moral when apply'd to you. 

A Ha, had long eſcap't purſuing Hounds, 
By often ſhifting into diſtant Grounds; wh 
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Till finding all his Artifices vain ; 

To fave his Life he leapt into the Main. 

But there, alas! he could no Safety find; 

A Pack of Dog-fjb had him in the Wind: 

He ſcours away; and to avoid the Foe, 

Deſcends for Shelter to the Shades below, 

There Cerberus lay watching in his Den, 

(He had nor ſeen a Hare the Lord — ws) 

Out bounc't the MaRiff of the triple Head; 

Away the Hare with double Swiftneſs fled. 

Hunted from Earth, and Sea, and Hell, he flies | 

(Fear lent him Wings) for Safety to the Skies. 

How was the fearful Animal diftreſs't! ?! 

| Behold a Foe more fierce than all the reft: 
Syria, the ſwiſteſt of the heav'nly Pack, 

Faid but an Inch to ſeize him by the Back, 

He fled to Earth, but firſt it coſt him dear; 

Fe left his Scut behind, and Half an Ear. 

| Txavs was the Hare purſu'd, tho? free from Guilt; 

Thus Bo—— halt thou be manl'd, fly where 

thou wilt: 

Then, honeſt R, of thy Corps beware: * 

Thou art not half ſo nimble as a Hare: 

Too pond'rous is thy Bulk to mount the Sky ; 

Nor can you go to Hell before you dye- 

$0 keen thy Hunters, and thy Scent ſo ſtrong; 

| Ivy kom and Du Cannot lave thee long. 
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FUDAsL. 


Written in the Year 1731. 


„ | "Sp. Ss: Þ 1 . 


Br. * jut 8 of incenſed Skies, 
Poor Biſhop Judas, late repenting, dies; 


The Fews engag d him with a paultry Bribe, 
Amoun ting hardly to a Crown a Tribe; 


Which though his Conſcience fore d him to reſtore, 
(And, Parſons tell us, no Man can do more )/ 
| Yet, through Deſpair, of God and Man accurft, 
le; Be loſt his Biſhoprick, and hang d, or burſt, - 
ere Thoſe former Ages differ'd much from this: 4 
Judas betray d his Maſter with a Kiſs: - 
But, ſome have kiſs d the Goſpet Fifty Times, 
Whoſe Perjury's the leaſt of all their Crimes: 
Some who can perjure thro? a two-Iuch Board; 
Vet keep their Biſhopricks, and ſcape the Cord. 
Like Hemp, which by a skilful Spinſter drawn 
To flender Threads, may ſometimes 'paſs for 
As antieut Judas by Tranſgreſſion fell, 
And burſt aſunder cer he went to Hell; 


S$o, could we ſee a Set of new Iſcariots, 
Come _— yy > from their mitred Chariots, 


Each 


2 N 
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Each Modern Fades periſh like the firſt; 
Drop from the Tree with all his Bowles burſt; 
Who could forbear, that view d esch guilty Face, 
To cry; Lo, Talus, gove to his own. Places 
His Hakitatioh Jet alt Men finſake, 

And tet bis Biſboprick another take. 


— — 
” — 


a LOVE SONG. 


Ia the AGO DER TA.. 


Ferse pgs . 
Gentle Cupid o'er my Heart; 
Ia Slave in'thy Duminions; 


Mild Frcs ver beg, . 
See my weary . + 
All beneath yon floy'ry Rocks. 


1 
Thus the Cyprian Gaddols weeping, 
ona Adauia, darling Vouch- 


| Gord with ancelenting Tooth, 


E 


See the Bird of ue ſtooping. 


cm, — Numbers; 


Fair Diſcretion ſtring the Lyre; W 
Sooth my ever - waking Slumbers : 
* —— Choir. 


"Wo 


Gliny Mer, Rint of Sam, 


Arm d in adamantine Chains, 


Lead me to the Chryſtal Mirrors, 


"OO — 


VI. 


Mouraful Cyprek, eder Willow, 


Gilding my Awrelia's Brows, 
Morpheus how ring o'er my Pillow, 
A dying Vows. 


VII. 


Melancholly ſripoth Meander, 


Swiftly purling in 5 
On thy Margin Lovers wander, 


With thy flow'ry Ohaplets cromn'd; = -- 


VIII. 


Thus when Philomela drooping, 


Softly ſecks her filent Mate; 


Melody reſigus to Fate. 


n Gs. 
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Written in the Tan 1733. e 


1 — 


LL Human Race wou'd fain be u, 
Toung's Univerſal Paſſion, Pride, * | 
Was never known to ſpread & wide. 
Bay, Britain, cou'd you ever boaſt, 

Three Poets in an Age at moſt } : 
Our chilling Climate hardly bears 
A Sprig of Bays in Fifty Years: 


While 


having been much admired, we thought © x 


EY OY: en ets - alias 6. 4h Mt RT. £ 


With 


AMIE n 
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While ev'ry Fool his Claim alledges, | 


As if it grew in common Hedges. 
What Reaſon can there be aſſigu d 
For this Perverſeneſs in the Mind ? 
Brutes find out where their Talents lie : 
A Bear will not attempt to fly: 
A founder'd Horſe vil off debate, 
Before he tries a five-barr'd Gate: 


A Dog by Inſtinct turns afide, 

Who ſecs the Ditch too deep and wide, 
But Mex we find the only Creature, 
Who, led by Folly, combats Nature: 


mamaunrg cries,” Firbear, | 
Axes there; 
And, where his Genius leaſt inclines, | 


By Valour, ConduRt, Forrune uon; 
Not higheft Wiſdom in Debates | 

Noe Skill in Sciences profound, 

So large to graſp the Circle round ; 
Such Heav'aby Influence require, 


As how to ſtrike the Muſes Lyre, 


Bahn oye on RIOT 


; The Spawn of Bridewel, or the Stem; 


Not Infants dropt, the ſpurious Pledg 
Of Gypſes litr'ring under Hedges, 
Are ſo diſqualify'd by Fare "I 
To riſe in Church, or Law, or Stare, 


— 
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As he whom Pberbus in his Ire 
| Hath blafted with Poetick Fire, 
1 Wuar Hope of Caſtom in the Br, 
F While not a Soul demands your Ware ? 
Where you have nothing to produce 
For private Life, or publick Uſe ? 
Court, City, Country want-you not; 
You cannot bribe, betray. or plot. 
For Poets Law makes no Proviſon: 
The Wealthy have, yon in Deriſion. 
Of State-Affairs you cannot ſmatter; 
Are awkward 222 to flatter. nw % 
Vour Portion, taking Britain round, | «+ 
Was juſt one annual Hundred Pound, :bny 
Now not ſo much. as in Remainder 
2 Since Cibber brought in an Attainder; FD 
For ever fixt by Right Divine 


(8 Monarch's biet) en Epen, Line. | 


| Poor ſtarvling Bard, how faall.they Gains! 
How unproportion'd to thy, Paias! * ont 


And here a Simile comes pat in 
Though Chickens take a Week ramen, 
The Gueſts in leſs than half an Hour 
Will more than half a Score devour. 
o, alter toiling twenty Days, 
1 To earn a Stock of Pence aud Praiſe, 
; Thy Labours grown the Critick's Prey, 
Are ſwallow'd o'er a Diſh of Tea; 


* Paid to the Pot Laurel, abich Pu was given 
EL Cibber, « Player. 


1 Then riſing 
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Gone, to be never heard of more; 
Gone, where the Chickens went before. 
How ſhall a new Attempter learn 
Of diff rem Spirits to diſcern, 
And how diſtinguiſh, which is which; 
The Poet's Vein or ſcribbling Itch? 
Then hear an old-experienc'd Sinner 
Inſtructing thus a young Beginner. 
ConsvLrT your ſelf; and if you find 
A powerful Impulſe, urge your Mind, 
Impartial judge within your Breaſt 
What Subject you cn manage beft;, 
Whether your Genius moſt inclines _ 
To Satire, Praiſe, or hum xous Lines; 
To Elegies in mouruful Lone, 
Or Prelogueſent from Hand unknown. 
with Auroras Light, 
The Muſe invok'd, ſu down to write; 
Blot our, correct, inſert, refins,. 
Enlarge, diminiſh, interline 
Ze mindful; when Invention fails, 
To ſcratch your. Head, and bite yoar Naik. | 


Tos Pocm finiſh'd; next your Care 
Hi needful, to raaftiibe'? it fair. 1 

In modern Wit all printed Trafh, is 

Set off with num'fous Bent and — 
T6 State ſinen would you give a em 

You print itin [talick Type, 

When Letters are in vulgar Shapes, 

"Tis ten to one the Wit eſcapes; 

Bur when in CAPITALS expreſt, 

'The. dulleſt Reader ſmoaks a Jeſt. 
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Or elſe perhaps he may invent W 
A better than the Poet meant Fat 5x5 


As learned Commentators view 


In Homer, more than Homer knew. 


Youn Poem in its modiſh. Dreſs. 
Corrrectly fitted for the Preſs, 
Convey by Penny-Poſt to * Lint, 
But let no Friend alive look into't.. 

If Limot thinks twill quit the Coſt, 
Tou need not fear your Labour loſt; 
And, how agreeably ſurpriz'd 

Are you to ſee it advertiz'd! 
The Hawker ſhews you one in Print, 
As freſh as Farthings from the Mint: 

The Product of your Toil and Sweating ; 
A Baſtard of your own begetting. 


| Bs fare at 4 Viv the following, Day, | 
Lie ſug, to hear what Cxiticks ſay. 
And if you find the general Vogue 

| Pronounces you a ſtupid Rogue, 
Damns all your Thoughts as low and little ; 
Sit till, and ſwallow down your Spittle. 

Ze filent as a Poluician, . 

For, talking may. beger Suſpicion : 

Or praiſe the Judgment of the Town, 
Aug helpgour lf to run ie down. 


10 . 


4 lod a 


Give 


And Criticks have no partial Views, 
Except they know whom they abuſe. 


Conſider what a Risk you run; 


The vileſt Doggrel:Gupb-Prees ſends, THe | 
Will paſs for yours with Foes and Friends. < 


Toon Secret kept, your Poem rom 

And ſent in Quires to line'a Trunk: = 
If ftill you be diſpos d to rhime, — | FE 
Go try your Hand a ſecond Time: = 
Again you fail; yet ſafe's the Word; | F 
Take Courage, Are e i 
But firſt . ; = + 


And introduc'd the Lord:knows why: 
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Give up your fond paternal Pride, 

Nor ape hace Ns 

For, Poems read wickane's Meme, 

We juftly praiſe, or juſtly blame: 


And fince you Wen grevehidibeir:Spight,.. 


Depend upon't their Judgment's right. 
But if you blab you are undone; 


You loſe your Credit all at once; 
The Town.will mark you for a Dunce : 


And you muſt bear the whale Duſgrace, 
Till ſome freſh/Blockhead takes your Place. 


The trivial Turns, the borrow d Wu, 10 * 
The Simiſies that nothing ; mid od 1 
The Cam which every Fool repeat, | 
Fown- Jefts, and Coffee-houſe Conceit ? | 


Or where we find your Fury ſet 


34% Poem an ſeveral Occafons. 
On A's . 
While 
A publick or a private Robber : 
A Stateſman, or a South-Sea. 5; 


19-5 


Ar Rarrprrpferprr. 


Drag 

With Savage — che ape; 

And o'er unhabitable Downs . 

Place Elephants for want of Towns, Er 
Bur though you miſo your third EM 3 

Lay now alide all Thoughts of Fame; 


From Party-Merit ſeek Support ; 

Phe vileſt Verſe thrives beſt at . 8 1 | 

A Pamphlet in Sir Babs Defence + 2 | 
Will never fail to bring in Pence ; - - u bak -_ 


Nor be concern'd about the Sale; 
Ve pays bis Workmen onthe Nail: 


& 


eee eee 0 
K td 1 
Inherits ev ry Virtue round; 
As Emblems of the Sov'reign Pow? „ 
Like other Bawbles of the 'Fow'r. 
Is gen'rous, valiant, juſt and wiſe, 
And fo continues till he dies. 
But once you fix him in a Tomb, 
His Virtues fade, his Vices bloom; 
Aud each Per en wrng eee 
Is fully at his Death confuted. 
The Loads of Poems in his Praiſe, = 
_ Aſcending, make one Fun ral Blaze: 
As ſoon as you can hear his'Knell, 
This G on Earth turns D- in Hell. 
And, lo, his M f State,, 
Transform'd to Rape, his'Levee waits © _ 
| Where, in the Scenes bf alles Woe, © 
They ply their former Arti below; :- 
And as they ſail in Chars Boat, 
Contrive to brenn JEage's Ves. 
To Cerberus they give '4Sop, 
His triple-barking Mouth to ſtop: 
* Or in the Iv'ry Gate of Dreams, 
Project E *,"* e and 8. , Schemes; 
Or hire their Party-Pamphileteers = 
To ſet Elyſium by the Ears. 


Tazn, Poet, if you mean to thrive, 
| Rmgloy pour Muſs * alive; 


Wi 
— Comans 


— 
Altera candenti 8 niten elephant. Ving TY 


—— — — — 
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With Prudence gath'ring up a Cluſter 


Of all the Virtues you can muſter: 


Which form'd into a Garland ſweet, 


Lay humbly at your M=——'s Feet; 
Who, as the Odours reach his Throne, 


Will ſmile, and think em all his own : 
For, Law and Goſpel both determine, 
All Virtues lodge in Royal Ermine. 
(I mean the Oracles of both, 


| Who ſhall depoſe it upon Oath.) 
Your Garland in the foll'wing Reign, 
We e «ry 
(Which ſeldom is the Dunce's Caſe) = 
Put on theCritick's Brow, and ſit 
At M, the 


Bur if 


puny Judge of Wir. 

A Nod, a Shrug, be, a ſoornful Smile, | 
With Caution us'd, may ſerve a-while. 
Proceed no further in your Part, 


Before you learn the Terms of Art: 


{For you can never be too far gone, 
In all our modern Criticks Jargon.) 
Then talk with more authentick Face, 


Get Scraps of Horace from your Friends, 
And have them at your Finger's Ends. 


| Learn Ariſtotle's Rules by Rote, 
And at all Hazards boldly quote: 
Judicious Rymer oft review: 


| Wiſe Dernis, and profound Boffie. 


Read all the Prefaces of Dryden, 
For theſe our Criticks much conſide in. 


(Tho' 


n. 
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(Tho? meerly writ at firſt for filling, 
To raiſe the Volumes Price, a Shilling.) 

A roa wand Critick often dupes us A 
With ſham Quotations + Peri Hupeſons : © 
And if we have not read Longinus, 
Will magiſterially out- ine us 
Then, — gr oHDI 
Procure the Book for Love or Money, 
Tranſlated from Boileay's Fi *, * 


And quote Quotation on Qi, 


Ar Will's you hear aPoem read, 
Where Battus from the Table-head, | 
Reclining on his Elbow-chair, 
Gives Judgment with decifive Air. 
To kim the Tribs of circling Wite, 
As to an Oracle, ſubmits. 

He gives Directions to the Town, 

To cry it up, or run it downs _ 
(Like Caurtiers, when they ſend a Note, 

Inſtructing Members how to vote.) 
He ſets the Stam p of Bad and God, 
The not a Word be underſtood... 
Your Leſſon learnt, you'll be ſecure. 
To get the Name of Conneiſſewr. - 
And when your Merits once are known, 
Procure Diſciples of your own. 


Fon Poets (you can never want em, 


Spread thro' f Auguſta Trinobantum) 


Computing by their Pecks of Coals, 
Amount to juſt Nine Thouſand Souls. 


A T Longinus 
e — 7 


9 — nn Howe of Londen, 


a 
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Theſe o'er their proper Diſttiets 
Of Wir and Hamar, e 
Io ev'ry Scecet eee 3 
His indiſputed Rights extend | 
Thro' all the Lane, from Eud to End. Ty 
The Neighbours round admire his Shrowdneſs, 
— of Larauy and Lewdneſs + 
t-done e e 
Abe 26-0 by 
Two bord'ri ring Wits cratead thr 
And one is & big, and one is Tory. Gly; 
Du cdi, fer Brick dies the Bays, 
= - And that, for Elegiack Lays. ny 2114.” 
Some fam'd for Numbers ſoft and sb, 
. By Lovers ſpoke in Punch's Booth, | 
1 And ſome as juſtly Fame extols _ | 
Por lofty Lines in GRe Den 
irn 132111 
DNigellius plac'd in Phela Car, | it gt 
From Ludgate tines 10 Temple Bar, | 
The Court with annual 
Whence Gay was baniſh'd'in Per, 
| Where Pope will never ſhow his Face 
To flatter Knaves,-or:loſe his R 
Bur theſe are not a thouſtndrh Furt 
Of Jobbers in the Poet*s Art, | 


Attending each his proper Station, 
And all in due Subordinationn n 


N 1 — as: 
y — — - 


hro? 


OR 
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Thro? ev'ry Alley to be found, 


In Garrets high, or under Ground: 


And when they join their Pericranies, 


Our «kips a Book of Miſcallayies. 3 * 


Hobbes clearly proves that SO || 


Lives in a State of War by Nature. 


The Greater for the Smaller watch, 
But meddle ſeldom with their Nach. 
A Whale of mod rate Size will draw - 


A Shole of Herrings down, his Maw; f 


A Fox with Seeſe his Be crams;z” 
A Wolf deftroys a Lambs, 


But, ſearch among r 


The Brave are worry d by the Baſe.. 
If, on Parnaſſus' Top you fit, 


Tou rarely bite, are always bir: 


Each Poet of inferior Size. 


% 


On you ſhall rail and criticize ; 
And ry e e Limb, | 


| While ben os ws mach the kn: 


The Vermin only teaze and cal 


Their Foes ſuperior by an Inch. 


So, Nat'raliſts'obſcrye, a Flea 


Hath ſinaller Fleas that on bim prey, 


And theſe have ſmaller yet to bite * 
And ſo proceed ad infiattum : 


Thus ev'ry Poet in his Kind, TY 
Is bir by him that comes bekind? 


Who, tho too little to be ſcen, 


Can 4eaze, and gall,” and give the Spleen ; | 


Call Dunces, Fools, and Sons of Whores, 


349 


350 Poms on ſeveral Occaſions: 
Extol the Greek and Roman Maſters, | 
And curſe our modern Poetafters: _ 


Complain, as many an anciens Bard did, Fs 


How Genius is no more rewarded; 
How wrong a Taſſe prevails among us; | 
How much our Anceftors out-ſung us; ; 

_ Can perſonate an auk ward Scorn 

For thoſe who are not Poets born : 

And all their Brother Dunces laſh, 
Who crowd the Preſs with hourly Traſh. 


O e! how do I bemoan thee, 


Whoſe gracelels Children ſcorn to own thee! | 


Larry ant; 


by ne Cn BN 

Tho' by their Idiom and Grimace 

They ſoon betray their native Place: 
Yer bam haſt greater Cauſe to be 8 5 
Aſham ' d of them, than they of thee; | 
Degen rate from their ancient Brood, | 
Sine fr he C—= llow'd them Food. 


Raemains a Di fill, 
To purchaſe Fame by writing ill: 
From Flecnoe down to Howard's Time, | 
How few have reach'd the low Sublime? 
For when our high-born Howard dy < 
Blackmore alone his Place ſupply'd; 
And left a Chaſm ſhould i intervene, 


When Death had finiſh'd Blackmore's Reign, | 


The leaden Crown devoly'd to thee, 
Great Poet of the Hollow-Tree. 


. 14 — 
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But, oh, how unſecure thy Throne 
Ten thouſand Bard thy Right difown : 
They plot to turn in factious Zeal, 
Dwncenia to a Common-weal ; 
And with rebellious Arms pretend | 
An equal Priv'lege to deſcend. A 
In Bulk there are not mors Degrees, 
From Elephants to Mites in Cheeſe. 
Than what a curious Eye may trace 
In Creatures of the rhyming Race. 
From bad to worſe, and worſe they fall, 
But, who can reach to worſt of all? 
For, tho' in Nature, Depth and Height 
Are equally held infinite, 


In Poetry the Height we knows 


"Tis only infinite below. 
Far — When you raſhly J think, 
No Rhymer can like il fink: 
His Merits balanc'd you ſhall find, 
The + Laureat leaves him far behind. 
Concannon, more aſpiring Bard, 

Soars downwards, deeper, by a Yard: 
Smart Femmy Moor with Vigour drops, 
The reft purſue as thick as Hops: 

Wich Heads to Points the Gulph they enter, 
* to the Center: nx 


J Vide The Treatiſe on the Profound, and Afr 
| Danciad. | 


4 5 
| In the London Edition, 
maliciouſl tnſerted Mr. Fielding, for 


whoſe ingenious 


Writings the t Author bath Lal L/ | 
Efteers. 


2. 
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312 eee eee, 
And as their Heels alated ie, 5 "on 
Their Headsatgmpt the nether Skies, 7 
O, what Indiguity and Shame 
To proſtitute the Muſe Name, n eee 
By flatt ring dee eee 6016 
The Plague r N 
Bred up in Ignoratice and Sloth, - - «3 
And ev'ry Vice that-niivſes botm. Lads 
Fam Britain, inthy Monat lt,” _ hy” * 
Whole Virtags bearthe kite Te; 
— > = 117.7 pea 
Nor . nor Poet flatter. | oo 5 
; | u non 
Thro' all his Figure, Mien and Pcs: 
Tho Peace with Olive bind has Ha 


SMES 
Confeſt the conqu e are, x 
_ * Fldaſpes, Indus, and the Ganges 2 150 
Dread from his Arm impendi e _ a 
From him the Tartar, = Chime, _ 
+ Short by the Knees is for Peace. __ 1 


The Conſort al his Throne and Belt. 

| 1 Goddeb born and bred; r ee 
ppointed ſoy* reign Judge to To " 5 | ' ' 

Ou Learning, Eloquence and Wir. 6. Fomnace 

Our eldeſt Hope, Divine Iialus, 

(Late, 2 W „ 4» 
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What early Manheod has he ſhown, _ 
Before his downy Beard was grown! 
Then think what Wonders will be done 
By going on as he begun; 
An Heir for Britain to ſecure 
As long as Sun and Moon endure. Set 


Tus Remnant of the Royal Blood, _ 
Comes pouring on me like a Flood. 

Bright Goddeſſes, in Number five; 
| Duke #illiam, ſweeteſt Prince alive. 


No ſing the Minifter of State, 
| Who ſhines alone, without a Mate. 
= Obſerve with what Majeſtick Port 
This Atlas ſtands to prop che Cour: 
Intent the publick Debts to pay, 
„ Like prudent + Fabius, by = - BY 
1 Thou great Vicegerent of the King, 
4 Thy Praiſes every Muſe ſhall fing: _ 
Z In all Affairs thou ſole Director, 
3 Of Wit and Learning chief protector; 
Tho ſmall the Time thou haſt to ſpare, 
> The Church is thy peculiar Care. 
* Of pious Prelates whar a Stock | 
p Jou chuſe to rule the fable Flock! 
7 You raiſe the Honour of the Pecrage,. 2 
7 Proud to attend you at the Steerage. 
You dignify the Noble Race, 
Content your ſelf wich humbler Place. 
| Now Learning, V alour, Virtue, Senſe, 
* To Titles give the ſole Pretence: 
St. George beheld thee with Delight, 
F.xtfafe to be an — 
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When on thy Breaft and Sides Herculean, 
He fixt the Stay and String Cerulean. — 


Sax, Poet, in what other Nation, 
Shone ever ſuch a Conſtellation. - 
Attend ye Popes, and Youngs, and Gays, 
And tune your Harps, and ſtrow your Bays, 
Your Panegyricks here provide, 
You cannot err on Flatt'ry's Side. 
Above the Stars exalt your Stile, 
You ſtill are low ten thouſand Mile. 
On Lewis all his Bards beſtow d, 
Of Incenſe many a thouſand Load ; 
But Exrope mortify'd his Pride, 
And ſwore the fawning Raſcals ly'd : 
Yet what the UW refur'd to Lewis, 
Apply'd to *, , , exactly true is: 
Exactly true! Invidious Poet 
"Tis fifty thouſand Times below it. 


TzansLArE me now ſome Lines, if you can, 
From Virgil, Martial, Ovid, Lucan; 
They could all Pow'r in Heay'n divide, 5 
And do no Wrong to either Side: 

They teach you bow to ſplit a Hair, 
* Give and Fove an equal Shive. 
Yet, why ſhould we be lac'd fo ftrait; 
Vikgive my *,*,*,*, Butter-weight, 
And Reaſon good ; for, many a Year 
Fore never intermeddl d „ 


Nor, 


* Diviſum Inperium cum Jovi Caſar Babel. 


8 4 


P n bn ſe der. 1 oe ; Po . 771 
Nor, tho his Prieffs be diy pad, 1: 11s mtr nl 
Did ever we defire his Aid: 6 48˙ 
We now can beret du wittivat Mm, 
Since I if re u Arms io ror in, 1 
2 re. * 


4 * KA * Ceters 


N — 


— — 


eve bade t dudon, 


bought proper to inſert it bere, not doubt 
acceptable — — 


but # will d 
canner. ſay who is the ber. | 


0¹ the Wards * 2 
Fellow Chriſtiane, /o familiarly aſes 3 
the Aavocates for the an gon Beer 
A& in Ireland, *. | 


” 7 . FL N , - j 


worre in the Year 1933: i 
— 3 5 R 


A Inundation asche Fable, 

'crflow'd a Farmer's Barn and Stable; 
Were down the fadden Curremt born; 
While Things of hererogeneous Kind, 
Together float with Tide and Wind; 

The generous Wheat forgovies ride, 
Aud fail'd with Litter Side by Side ; 


— — Ya 22 — 
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Uniting all, to ſhew their Aziz, — 
As in a general Cala mity. | 2 

A Ball of new-drope Horſe's Dung, . 
Mingling with Apples in the Throng, 
Said to the Pippin, plump, and prim. 
See, Brot ber, how we | Apples ſwim. . 

Tavs Lank, renown'd for cutting Corn, © 
An offer'd Fee from Rad;ff ſcorns; = 
Net for the World —— we Doctors, Brother, 
Muſt take no Fee of one another. 
Thus to a Dean ſome Curate Sloven, 
cubſcribes, Dear Sir, your Brother loving... 

Thus all the Footmen, Shoe-boys, Porters... 
About St. James s, cry We Courtiers. 

Thus H in >; > it 

Sir, «ve the Minifters of State 

Thueat the Bar thas *; ene at 


Tho' Halt a Crown oer- pays deer s Wort | 


Who knows in Law, nor Text, nor ns 
Calls Singleton his Brother Serjeant. | 

And thus Fanatic Saints, tho neither ü in 
Doctrine, or Diſcipline our Brethren, _ 
Are Brother Proteſtants and Chriſtians, | 

As much as Hebrews and Philiflians : 

But in nd other Senſe, than Nature 

Has made a Rat our Fellow Creature ' © -- 
Lice from your Body ſuck their Food; 
But is a Louſe your Fleſh/and Blood 3 _ 
'Tho' born of human Filth and Sweat, ie 
May well be ſaid Man did beget it. 


2 


Bur Maggots in your Noſe and Chin 


As well may claim yen fer their Kin. 


Ysu 


PN err EFF T-1-F20 


* 


Poems on fever Ocraßons. 
5 Var Onde may oba, why not? 
Which made our Swarmof Sets determine 
Employments for their Brother Vermin. 
But be they Zngliſh, Iriſh, Scottiſh, 
Wber Proteſtant canche ſo ſoih. 
While o er the Churches Couture gathering, 
Te fila flannel, Lion Me lohors 


| As Moſes, by divine” Advice, . 
in Epe turn d the Duſt to Lice ; os 


And as our Sefts, by all 1 1 
eve Hearts more harder'd than 1 3 
As trom'the troäden Huſt they fpring, _ . 
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And, turd to Lite, ifeſt the Kipg: 5 þ 
For Pity's Sake it would be juſt, TMs 3 
2 e vm eg Vw By " 
4 Jax Fallajnbigh ar kk 
proud of owning ſuch Relations: 
Les Congnp dantnmdncheln owt. 
As if they were afraid to loſe em: 
| While I, ee aſl nds 
f Say to Corruption — 
THE 
ö LA f E 


ee, 
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Wriuen in ** Year 1 58. 
—äͤdb — — 
JR Lada though their But nei be to play, 


Tis hard they muſt be buſy N 
| Why ſhould they want the Privilege of Men, 
And take ſome ſmall Diverſions now and then? 
Had Women been the Makers of qur Laws; 
(And why they ware nar, Tom ire no Ones). 
The Men ſhould flave at Cards from Mor to 
Mikey: {ff © 
And Female Flatabe ved write. 


'T ur T; gene 


Aa A Abl Eh So 
THOMAM SHERID AN. 
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Dee . n e . | 
Sic tibi propitius Permeffi ad flumen -l 
Occurrat, ſeu te mimum convivia rident; 

Zquivocoſve ſales ſpargis, ſeu Iudere verſa 
Malles; dic, Bean, quiſtam fir lle Deorum, 
Que melior natura orto tibi tradidit artem 
Rimandi genium puerorum, atq; ima cerebri 
Scrurandi ? Tibi naſeeniti ad cumple Pa bc 
Aſtitit; & dixit, mentis præſaga futurz, - 

Heu puer infelir; noſiro ſub ſydere natus; — 
Nam tu pectus eris fine corpore, corporis umbra; 

Sed levitate umbram ſuperabis, voce cĩcadam: 
Muſca femur, palmas tibi Mus dedit, ardea crura. 
Corpore ſed tenui tibi quod natura negavit; a 
Hoc animi dotes ſupplebunt; . 857 
Nec lobgum Tempus, ſurget tibi docta juventus, 
Artibus egregiis animas inſtrufta novellas. oo 
 Grex hinc Pœonius yenit, ecce, ſalutifer orbi. 
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Aſt, illi cauſas orant; his infula viſa eſt f 
Divinam capiti udo conſtringere tnitram. wh 
4 Nara - 


340 Peu ange OD / 
Nar ais te horz non fallunt figna ; ſed uſq; 
Naſcenti arriſit; five illum frigidys horror 
Saturni premit, e trjoges. . 
Quin tu alte penituſq; latentia ſemina cernis, 
Quzg; diu Sli ſub haminis quras + 1 
Erumpent, promis; quorith ſepe 
Sub cinere heſterno ſopitos ſuſcitat ignes. 
T Dominum agnoſtit quocy - fab acre frat; 
Quos indulgentis thimſttfr c a 
Peſſindar?” Nam Tepe vides in Hipite mattem 
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Attonitus credas, hinc de jeciſſe Tonantem 
 Mantihus impoſitos montes, & Pelion altum 
In capita anguipedum cclo jaculafſe gigantum. 
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Erigitur ; trepidatq; ſuis Neptunus in undis. 
Nam, longa venti rabie, atg; aſpergine crebri 


Agquorei laticis, ſpecus i ima rupe cavatur: 
Jam fultura ruit, jam ſumma cacumina nutant; 


Jam cadit in præceps moles, & verherat undas - 


Sæ v etiam ſpelunca immanĩ aperitur hiatu 


Exeſa è ſcopulis, & utrinq; foramina pandit, 
Hine atq; hinc a ponto ad pontum pervia Thabo: 
: Cautibus enorme junctis laquearia rei 
Formantur; moles olim ruitura ſuperne. 
Fornice ſublimi nidos poſuere palumbes, 
| Inq; imo ſtagni poſuere cubilia phos. 


Sr, cum ſievit hyems, & venticarcere rupte 


| Tmmenſds volvunt fluctus ad culmina montis; 


Non ohſeſſæ arces, non fulmina vindice dextri 
Miſſa Jovis, quoties inimicas ſævit in urbes, 


Exæquant ſonitum undarum, veniente procell; : 


Littora littoribus reboant ; vicinia late, 


Gens aſſueta mari, & pedibus percurrere rupes, 
Terretur tamen, & er fugit, arva relinquens. | 


Gzammna'dum carpunt pendentes rupe capella 


Vi falientis aquæ Fig aa ſummo præcipitantur, 


Et dulces animas imo ſub gurgite linquunt. 


Piscaros terrk non audet vellere tunem; 
Sed latet in portu tremebundus, & aera dum 
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Ie have adied 4 3 of ih the 88 Pein, 


for the Benefit of our Engliſh Readers. Ii is done 


by Mr. W. Dunkin, . 2 fer dubom our ſuppoſed 


Author hath expreſſed a great Regard, on Account of 
- i ngenious 2 We e ery 
bim. 
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1. l "A the Top of vonder Oli, that Ds 


Its airy Head amidſt the azure Clouds, 


Hangs a huge Fragment; deſtitute of Props, 


Prone on the Waves the rocky Ruin drops. 
With hoarſe Rebuff the ſwelling Seas rebound, 
From Shore to Shore the Racks return the Sound: 
The dreadfal Murmur Heav'n's high Convex cleaves, 
And Neptwuze ſhrinks beneath his Sabject Waves; 
For, long the whirling Winds and beating Tides 
Had ſcoop'd a Vault into its nether Sides. 
Now yields the Baſe, the Summits nod, now urge 


| Their, headlong Courſe, and lach the rain 


Surge. 
| Not louder Noiſe could ſhake the guilty World, 


When- Jore heap'd Mountains upon Mountains 
'hurt'd; 


| Retorting Pelion from his dread Abode, 
To cruſh Earth's rebel Sons beneath the Load. 


Oer too with hideous Yawp the Cavern vide | A 
Preſents an Orifice on either Side, 
diſmal Orifice from Sea to Sea 


xtended, peryious to the God of Day: A 


Un- 
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Uncouthly join'd, the Rocks fiupendous form 
An Arch, the Ruin of a future Storm: 


High on the Cliff their Neſts the Wiodqueſts make, N 


And Sea calves ſtable in the oozy Lake. 
Bur when bleak Winter with her ſullen Train 


Awakes the Winds, to vex the watry Plain; 
When o'er the craggy Steep without Controul, 


Bigg with the Blaſt, the raging Billows rowl ; 


Not Towns beleaguer'd, not the flaming Brand 
Darted from Heav'n by Fore's avenging Hand, 


Of as on impious Men his Wrath he pours, 
Humbles their Pride, and blafts their gilded Tow' rs, 
Equal the Tumult of this wild Uproar : 


Waves ruſh o'er Waves, rebellows Shore to Shore. 
The neighb'ring Race, tho' wont to brave the 


OROCES, - 


Of angry Seas, and run along the Rocks, 


Now pale with Terrer, while the Ocean foams, 


Fly far and wide, nor truſt their native Homes. 


Tux Goats, while pendent from the Mountaio- 
Top, 


The wither'd Herb improvident they crop; 


| Waſh'd down the Precipice with ſudden Sweep, 


Leave their ſweet Lives beneath th* unfarhom d 
Deep. 


Tun frighted Fiſher with deſponding Eyes, 


_ Tho' ſafe, yet trembling in tbe Harbour lies, 


Nor hoping to behold the Skies ſerene, 


| Wearies wich Vows the Monarch of the Main, 
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